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^ The moft lamentable Remaine 

[Tragedie of Tim Andronicus : As it was plaid 
by the right honorable the Earle ofDarbic, Earle 
of Pcmbrooke, and Earle ofSuflcx 
their Scruants* 

Enter the Tribunes And Senatours deft s And then enter 
Saturninu>4«d h’t followers at one dear md Baifumtatsd hk 
ftUowert,mih Drum And Trumpets. 

$Atttrninut* 

N OblcPatricians,Patronsofmyrighe, . *• 

Defend the iufticc of my c?ufe with armes» 

And Countrymen m^ louing followers. 

Plead my fucccffiue title with yourfwards s 
1 am his firft borne fonne,that was the lad 
That ware the Imperial! Diadem of Rome. 

Then let my fathers honours line in mee» 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie. 

Baffiams. 

Romanies, friends, followers, fauourers of my right* 

If cuciT ajfiantts Cafars (cnne t 

Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome* 

Keepe then this paflage to the Capitoll, 

And fuffer not dishonour to approch, 

The imperial! feat to vertue 5 confecrate 
To iuftice, continence, and Nobilitie : ' 

But let defert in pure election fhine. 

And Romaines fight for freedoms in your choice 

A % Merit® 















The moft 1* nvit'Mt T rJgcdk 

^(Jifarcut Andronicnswith the Crownei 
Princes chat ftriueby fattions and by friends 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Emperie, 

Know thatthepcopleofRomeforwhomeweftand 
A fpeciallPartie,haueby coromonvoycc* 

In ele&ion for thcRomaine Empcric 
Chofen Androntcus -, furnamed Pius, 

For many good and great defertsto Rome s 
Anoblertmn,a brauer warriour, 

Liues roc this day within the Cicty walls. 

He by the Senate is atcited home, 

From weary warresagainft the barbarous Gothcs, 

Tha t with his fonnes ( a terror to our foes ) _ 

Hath y oakt a nation ltrong, traind Vp in Armes<> 
Tcnne yearcs arefpentfince firft he vndertooke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, and chaftifed with Armes 
Our encmiespride : Fiue times he hath rettttad 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fonnes 
In Coffinsfrom the field, 

And now at lad, laden with honours fpoiles 
Returns* the good Andremeus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus flour jfliing in Armes, 

Let vs intreat by honour of his name , 

"Whorne worthily you would hauenow fucccede, 

A nd m the Capitoll and Sena tes ri ghr, 

Whomc you pretendto honour aod adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrengthj 
PifmHfe your followers, andas filters fhould. 

Plead y feur deferts in peace and humblenes. 

How fa|e the Tribune fpeakes to calme my thoughts, 

% 8ajs:m«r . 

J&jtui i doe affici 











rfTiw Anironicusl 

In thy vprightnes and integrity,' 

Andfolloueaod honour thee and thine* 

Thy noble brother Titus an.d his fonnes, 

And her to whome my thoughts arc humbled all s 
Grstious Lar/wid , Romes rich Ornament* 
Thatlwillheercdifmideroy louing friends J • 

A nd to my fortunes and the peoples fauour* 

Commit my caufe in ballancc to be waid, Exit Souldicrf* 
* 

8, itfirninusi 

Friends, that haue beene thus forward in my right, 

I thankeyou all, and heere difmiflc you all. 

And to theloucandfauour ofmy Country, 

Commit my fclfe, niy per/on , and the caufe. 

Rome be as iuft and gracious vnto me* 

As 1 am confidentand kinde to ebee. 

Open the garland letme in. 

Taj aams, Tribunes andme a poore Competitor, 

They gee vp me the Senate hanje» 

Enter a Captaine* 

Romaines make way, the jood Andrenicus, 

Patron of vertue, Romes bcft Champion : 

Succesfullin the battailes that hefightes, 

Withhonourand with fortune isreturnd. 

From where he fircumfcribed with his fwordj . 

And brought to yoake thecnemies ofRome. 

> . U ** * ^ - ; -Vt ' - 

Sound. Dremmet and Trumpet /, and then enter two of Titus 
fonnes, andthen two me » bearing a Coffin couere 4 with bLckt^thtn 
tVTfl other fotineiythcn hndxctdcwi, andthen T amora the 
Queme vfCothes and her two f omits , Chiron ana Demetrius, - 
with Aron the More,and ttktts k ae many a , be,thenfetdowne 

ihc C qfjfai andTims/p.eafct, 

A 3, ’• Tttus 
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Tbe mofl lamentable Trage die 

Titus, Haile Rome,*i&orious in thy mourninmg focedti 
Loe as the barko that hath difehargd his fraught, 

Returnes with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firft ihe wayed her anchorage; 

Cotnaieth Audromeus bound with Lawrellbowes* 

To refalute his country with his teares, 

Teares of true ioy for his returnc to Rome, 

Thou gseat defender of this Capitol!, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 

Romames, of hue and twenty valiant Tonnes, 

Halfe of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poore retnaines aliue and dead i 
Thefe that furuiue, let Rome reward with lone : 

Thefethat I bring vnto their lateft home. 

With buriall amongft their aunccftors. 

Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to /heath my fword, 
Tit'm vnkindc, and careles of thine owne, • 

Why fufferft thou thy fonnef vnburied yet. 

To houer on the dreadfull lhore of Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their brethere% "-f 

They open the Tembe • 

There greetein filenceas the dead are wont, 

And fleepe in peace, llainc in your Countries wanes ; 

O facred receptacle ofnay ioyes. 

Sweet Cell of vertue and Nobilitie, 

How many fonnes ofraine haft thou in ftore, 

That thou wilt neucf render to memore ? 

Lucius . Giue vs the proudeft prifoner of the Gothes, 

That we may he w his litnbcs, and on a pile 
Ad manutfratrumf facrificebis flcQr * 

Before this earthy prifon of their bonev 
That fo the fhadowes be not vnapeafd, 

Nor we diftur bd with prodigies on earth. „ • 

Ttttis 



of T itus Andrdfttcui, 

f Tttut, I giue him y ou , the nobleft that furu!fctf»i 
The eldeft fonne of h's diftrefled Queene. 

Tame. Stay Romaine brethren, gracious conquered 
V i ftorious Tit us j rue the teares I Ih ed, 

A mothersteares in paflion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were euer deere to thee. 

Oh thinkc my fonne to be as deere to mee. 

Sufficcth not that we are brought to Rome 
To beautificthy triumphs, and rcturne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaineyoake, 

Butmuftmy fonnes beflaughtered in theftreete* s 
For valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 

Oifto fightfor king and common weale, 

Were piety in thine, ids in thefe : 

AnAronicus ftainenot thy to tube with blood.. 

Wilt thou draw neerelhe feature oftheGodsV 
Draw neere them-then in being mcrcifiill . 

Sweet mercy is Nobilitiestrtie badge. 

Thrice nobleT;/»/ /pare my firft bornefonney 
Titus . Patient y our fclfe Madam, and pardon roc. 

Thefe are their brethren, whome you Gothes beheld 
A Hue and dead, and for their bretheren ilaine, 

Religioufly they asktfa facrifice : 

To this your fonne is mark t and die he muff, 

T’appeafe their groning fbadowc * that are gone* 

[Lucius, Away with him and make a fire ftraight. 

And with our fworrfs vpon a pileofwood, 

i<et i hew his lirobcstili they be deaoc coofutndg. 

Exit Titus femes with Alar bus o 
Tafnora . O cruell irreligious piety. 

Chiron. WaseuerScythia halfe fo barbarous? 

2W. Oppofenot Scy thia to ambitious Rome, 

Alar bus goes to reft, and we furuiue, 

To tremble vndcr Titus threajninglook* 

Then 
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. The rnoft UmentableTragedte 

Then Madam ftand refolud,but Hope withal!, 

Thcfelfe fame Gods that armde the Queenc of Troy 
With opottunitie of fharpe reuenge 
Vponthc Thracian Tyrant in his T ent, 

May fauour Tamer a the Quccnc of Gothcs, 

(When Goth es wercGothes, and Tapsora was Queene) 

T o quitthe bloody w rqngs vpon her foes. 

Enter the Jonnts of Andronicus againe, 

Lucius., See Lord and father how we haue perform® 

Our Romainerightes, ,4A«-£wr,liinb*arelopt, 

And incrals feeds the facrififing fire, 

Whofe fmoke hke inccnfe doth perfunjethe skie. 
Remainech noughtbutto interreour brethcreo. 

And with lowdlarumi welcome the® to Rome. 

Tttus, Let it be fo, andlct Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewell to theyr foules. 

Sound trumpets, and lap the Coffin in the Tomhe% 

In peace and honour reft you heerc my fonnes, 

Romes readicft Champions, repofe y ou here in reft) 

Secure from worldly chaunces and milhaps : 

Here lurks no treafon.herenocnuiefwels. 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here arc no ftormes, 

No noyfe, but filenceandctcrnall fleen^ 

In peaceand honour reft you heeretny lonnes. 

Enter Lauima* 

Laui* In peace and honour, liue Lord Titus long. 

My noble Lord and Father hue in fame : . 

Loeatthis Tombc my tributarieteares, 

I render for my brethcrens obfequies : 

And at thy feete I knodC) with tcarcsofioy 

Shed on the earth for thy returne to %j>r*e, 

O blefle me heerc with thy victorious hand, 
whofc fortunes Rom't beft Citnzens applauld. 

Titus, Kind 2tyw«»thathaft thus louingly refeude^ 



of Titus Andronicus C 

The cordiallof mine age to glad my hart, 

Lanina liue, outliue thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames etcrnall date for vertuespraife. - 

Marcus, Long liue Lord Titus , my beloued brother^ 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome* 

Titus. Thankes gentl e Tribune, noble brother Marcus 
Marcus. And welcome Nephcwsfrom fucceffull wars. 
You that fbruiue, and you that fleepe in fame ; 

Faire Lords your fortunes are alike in all, 

Thatin your Countries fcruice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph isthisfunerall porape. 

That hath afpirde to Salons happines, 

And triumphs ouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Titui Andronicus , the people ofRome, 

Whofefriendin iufticc thouhafteuerbenc, 

Send thee by me their Tribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotleff c hue, 

And name thee in eleft ion for the Empire, 

With thefc our late deccafed Emperours fonnes : 

Be ^ 4 »d<^rf/»/then,andputit on. 

And hclpc to fet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus ♦ A better head her glorious body fits. 

Then his, that /hakes for age and feeblencs : 

What fhould I d’on this robe and troub'leyou, v 

Be chofen with proclamations ro day, 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bnfines for you all. r. .« 

Rome Ihauc bene thy Souldier forty y cares, 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccesfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, fUipe manfully in Armes, 

In right and feruice of their noble Countrie : 

Giue mea ftaffc of Hono»rfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to controule the world. 

B Ypright 
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T$e moftlamcntableTragedie 

Vpvight he held itLords, that held it laft. 

Marcus. TttHs^hou (halt obtaine and askc the Ernperic, 
Satur. Proud andambitious Tribune canft tho u tell? 
Tttus. Patience Prince Saturmnus. 

Satur *• Roniaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your ("words and (heath them not 
Till Saturninut be Romes Emperour : 

Andronicus would thou wert fhipt to hell* 

Rather thenrob rne of the peoples harts* 

Lucius. Pro ud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble minded 77/#/ mcancs to thee. 

Titus. Content thee Prince, I will reftore to thee 
Thepeoples harts, and wcanc them from therafdues. 

Andronicus, I doe not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will dotill I die s 
My faftton if thou ftrengthen with thy friend, 

I will mod thankfull be, and thanksto men 
Of noble mindes,is honorable meede. 

Tttus. People of Rome, andpcoplesTribuineshere, 

I aske yourvoycesond yourfuffrages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Audronicu^ 

Tribunes. Togratifie the good Andromcutt 
And gratulate his fafereturneto 'Rjme i 
The people will accept who me he admits. 

Thus, Tribunes! thankc you, and this fu tel make, 
That you create yourEmperours eldcftfonne, 

Lord Saturnine, whofe vertues will 1 hope, 

Rtfieft on %jme as Tytans rayes on earth, 

And ripen iufticc in this common wcalc : 

Then ifyou will eleft by my aduife, 

Crownehun, and fay, long liueour Emperour. 

Marcus. sAn. With voyccs and ipplaufe of eucryfort, 
Patricians and Plebeans we create 
hotd Saturmnus Romes great Emperour. 
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of Tim Andronicusl 

And fay , Long Hue our Emperour Saturnine. ^ 

Saturui. Titus Andronicus, tot thy fauours done, 

To vs in our eleftion this day, 

I giue thee thankes in part of thy deferts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenes ; 

And for an onfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 

Lauinia will I make my Empreflc, 

^owwroyall Miftris, Miftris of my hart, 

And in the facred Pat han her efpoufe * 

Tell mt Andromeus doth this motion plcafc thee? 

Tttus. It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grace* 

And heerc in fight of Rome,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander ofour common weale. 

The wide worlds Emperour, doe I confecrate, 

My fword,my Chariot, and my prifoners, 

Prefents well worthy %omts imperiall Lord : 

Receiue them then, the tribute that I owe, 

Mine honours Enfignes humbled at thy feete* 

Satur. Thankes noble Titui,Father of my life, 

How proud lam of thee, and ofthy gifts 
Pome ft rail record, and when 1 do forget 
The lealt of thefe vnfpcakable deferts, 

Romans forget your fead tie to me, 

Tttus. Now Madam areyouprifoner toan Emperour, 

To him chat for your honour and your date. 

Will vfe you nobly and your followers. 

Satur . A gooly Lady , truft me of the hue 
That I would cboole, were! tochoofe a new : 

Cleere vpfaire Queene that cloudy countenance. 

Though chance of War hath wroughtthis change ofcheerc, 
Thou comfl not to bcm a de a fcoi nc in Rome: 

Princely (hall be thy vfage euery way. 

B 2 R c ft 
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7 be mofl lamentable Tragedie 

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all yoiir hopes: Madame he comforts you. 

Can snake you greater then the Qyeeneof Gothesj 
Lauinia you are not difplcafd with this. 

Lauinia. Notlmy Lord,fich true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Satur. Thankes fweete Lauima, Romanslctys goc, 
Raunfomle, heere we fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 
BafsUnus. Lord Titus by your leaue, this maid is mine, i 
Titus. How fir, are you in earneft then my Lord? 
Bafsia. I noble Ti/wJ.andrefolu’d withall, 

To doe my felfe this reafon and this right. 

Marcus, Suum etti quarts is our R orhanc iuftice, 

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius . And that he will and /hall, if Lucius Hue, 

Titus. T ray tors auaunt, where is the Emperours gard? 
Treafon ray Lord, Laumiah furprifdc, 

Sasur. Surprifde, by whome? 

Bafsia. By hitnthatiuftlymay 
Bearc his betrothd,froin all the world away* 

tTMutiut. Brothers Lelpe to conuey her hence away, 
And with my fword lie kecpe this doorcfafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and He foonc bring her back. 
Mttiiut . My Lord you paflcnotheere. 

Titus, What villaine boy, batft me my way in Rome? 
Matins Helpe Lucius helps. He hills him. 

Lucius . My Lord you are vniuft, and more then fo, 

In wrongfull quarrcll you Jiauc flame your fonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any foones of mine. 

My Ibnnes would neuer fo dishonour me. 

Tray tor reftorc Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you will but not to be his wife# 

That is anothers lawfull promift loue . 

Sister 
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of Tim Andronicm] 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T amor a an d her two 
fonnes t and Aron the Moore. 

Emperour , No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not. 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy flock*: 

He truft by leifure him that mocks mepnee, 

Thee neuer, nor th y trayterou s haughty fonnes , 
Confederates all thus to di (honour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnnc? Full well-Andronicut 

Agree thcfedeeds.with that proud braggeefthme. 

That faidft I begd the Eropircat thy hands. 

Tttus * O monftrous* what rcprochfall words ar e thefe? 

Satur. But goe thy wayes.goe giue that changing pcecc. 
To him that flourifht for her with his fword : 

A valiant fonne in lavtf thou fhalc enioy, 

One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes. 

To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razors to my wounded hart. 

Sfktut And thereforclouely Taiwan? Queene of Gothcs, 
That like the ftately Thebe m ongft her Nirophs, 

Doff oucrlhine the gallant’ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfc. 

Behold I chocfe thee Tumor a for roy Bride, 

And will create theeEropercflcofRome. 

Spcake Queene ©fGothes doft thou applaud my choyfe? 
And heere I fweare by all the Roroaine Gods, 

Sith Prieft and holy water are foneere, 

And tapersburnefo bright,and euery thing 
Inreadinesfor Hymeneus ftand, 

1 will not refalute the ftrects of Rome, 

Or climeroyPailace,til fromforth this place, 
Ileadefpoufdeniy Bride along with ms. 

T*mor a ? And heere in fight of heauento Rome I fweare. 
If ^f«w»tfaduanc*cheQuaeneofGothcs, 
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The tnoft UmemMe Tragcdk 

She wiU a handmaid be to his defires, 

A louing Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

S at, Afcend fairc Queene, Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sent by the heauens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whofewildomc hath her Fortune conquered. 

There (hall we conlummatc our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt omnet . 

Titus. I am not bid to waitevpfin thisBride, 

7//«rwhen wert thou wont to walke alone, 

Dilhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs? 

Enter M arcus and 7 tint formes. 

Marcus, O Titus fee ! O fee whatrhou halt done! 

In a bad quarrdl flaine a vertuous fonne. 

Titus. Nofoolifh Tribune, no :No*fonneofmine, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That lia-rh dishonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and vn worthy fonnes. 

Lucius. But let vs giue him buriall as becomes: 

Giue Mutius buriall with our bretheien. 

Titus . Tray tors away, he refts not in this tombe } 

This monument flue hundreth y cares hath flood, 

Which I hauefumptuoufly reedified : 

Hecrenone but Souldiers and Romes Scruitors, 
Repofeinfame :None bafely flaine inbraules. 

Bury him where you can he comes not heere. 

Marcus. My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew (-Mutius deeds do plead for him. 

He muft be buried with his bretheren, 

Titus trvo founts fpeakft. 

And flialljorhim we will accompany. 

Titus. And (hall! What villaine was it fpake that worfl!' 
Tit hi fount fpeaket* 

He that would vouch it in any place but heere. 

Tit at. 



of Titus Andr onions, 

Titus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. No noble Titus but intreat ofthec. 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Taut. (.Marcus , Euen thou haft ftrokevpon my creft* 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded. 

My foes I doc repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get y ou gone. 

3. Sonne. Hcis not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother a nd the founts fye eh. 

(Marcus. Brother, for in thatname doth nature plead 
2. Sonne, Father, and in thatname doth nature fpeake. 
Titus. Speakethounomoreifall the reft will fpeede.. 
c Mar* Renowned Titus more then halft my foule. 
hums, Deare Father, foule and fubft ance c f vs all* 
(Marc. Suffer thy brother (JMarcus to interre 
His ncble nephew heere in vermes neftj 
That died in honour and Lauini-s caufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Aiax 
That flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes fonne. 

Did gracioufly plead forhis Funerals) 5 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy. 

Be bard his entrance heere. 

Titus, Rife Marcus, rife, 

The difmalft day is this that ere I faw, 

Tobe d 1 (honored by my fonnes in Rome.* 

Well bury him,andbury me the next. 

They put hint in the Tcmbe. 

Lucius, There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thy friends 
Till we with Trophees doadornethy tombe. 

They all \neele and fay , 

No man fbed f cares for nobieMuttus, 

He lines in fame that didc in vertues caufe. 

Exit 
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T/>e mo/i lamentable Tr age die 

Exit all but M areas andTttus. 
fLMareus. My Lord to ftep out ofthefe dririe dumps, 

How comes it that the fubtile Queene of g other. 

Is of a fodaine thus aduaned in Rome? 

Titus ♦ I know not Marcus: but 1 know it is, 

( Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can tell , 

Is (be not then beholding to the man, 

Thatbrought her for this high good turnefo farre? 

Enter the Emperor, Tamer a and htr tvro formes, with the Metre 
at one do ore r, Enter at the other do ore Bajs taunt and 
Lattmia with others. 

Saturn. So Ba/sianut, you h aue plaid your prize, 

God giuc you ioy fir of your gallant Bride. 

t Ba[si. And you of yours my Lord.I fay no more, 

Nor wiib no 1 effe, and fo I take my leaue. 

Satur. Tray tor, if Rome hauelaw.ot we haue power, 
Thou and thy faction (hall repent this Rape. 

Bafsia. Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafe my ownc, 

My true betrothed loue, and now my wife? 

But let thelawes of Rome determine alb, 

Meant while. lam poffeft ofthstismine. 

Satur. Tis good fir, you arc very (hort withvs, 

But if wc liue weele be as (barpe with yop. 

B aftiau. My Lord, w hat I haue done as belt I may, 
Anfwere I muff, and (hall do with my life, 

Oaely thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, .4 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Titus hcerc, 

Is in opinio* and in honour wrong’d. 

That in the refeue of Latsiuia, 

With his ownc hand did (lay huyoungeft fonn«, 

In zcalc to you, and highly raou’d to wrath* 



of Titus An droniettb 

To be contrould in that he frankcly gaue, 

Receaue him then to fauour Saturnine , 

That hath expreft himfelfe in all his deedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Titus. Prince "Bafsianut leaue to plead my deeds, 

Tis thou, and thofc, that haue difiionouted me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue loud and honoured Saturnine. 

Tamora. My worthy Lord if euer T ‘amor a. 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine, 

Then heare mefpeake indifferently for all : 

And at my fute ( fweete) pardon what is paft. 

Satur . WhatMadam, bedifhonoured openly. 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamora. Not fo my Lord, the Gods ofRome forfend 
1 (bouldbe Authortodiftionouryou, 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake, > 

For good Lord Titus innocence in all : 

Whofefury not diffembledfpcakeshisgritfes ; 

Then a t my fute look e gracioufly on him, 

Loofc notfo noble afriend on vaine fuppofc. 

Nor with fowre lookes afflift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, be ruld by me, be wonne at laft, 

Diffemble all your griefes and difeontents. 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 

Vpcn a iuft furuay take Titus part, 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finn$, 

Yeeld at in treats, and then let me alone 
lie finde a day to maffacre them all. 

And race th eir /aft ion and their familie. 

The craell Father, and his tray trous fonnes, 

To whonae I fuedformy deere fonnes life. 

C. And 
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The mofl Idmentahlc T rage elk 

And males them know what tis to let a Queene 
Kneele in the ftrectes, and beg for grace in vainc» 

Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come Aadronicus ) 

Take vp this good old man, and cbeere the heart, 
Thatdiesmtempcftofthy angry frowne. 

King, Rife 7ik«f,rife, my Empreflc hath preuaild. 

Turn, Ithankeyour maieftie.andhermy Lord. 

Thcfe words, thcfeloakes,infufcnewlifeinm^ 

Tamora. Titus! art; incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And rouft aduife the Emperourfor his good} 

This day all quarrels die And* ornate 
And letit beminc honour good tny Lord, 

That Inane reconcil’d yourfriends and you. ,> 

For you Prince Bafsianus , I haue pall 
My w ord and promife to the Eraperour, 

2 hat you will be more mildeand traftable. 

And fcare not Lords : and you L amnia. 

By my aduife all humbled on your knees. 

You fhallaske pardon of his Maiellie. 

u4ll. We doe, a r.a vow to lieauen, and to his highnes, 
That what we. did, was mildly as we might, 

Xenarjng our fillers honour and ourowne. 

CMarc. That cn mine honour heere I do proteft. 

King, A way and talke not, trouble vs no more. 

Tamora, Nay , nay, fweet Emperour, we mull all be friends, 
i. he t ri buns and his Nephews kncelc for grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King. Marcus, for thy fake and thy brothers heere, 

And at my loucly Tamoras intreats, 

I doe remit thefe young mens haynous Cults, 

Stand vp : Lauinia, though you left me like a churl e, 

I found a friend, and fureasdeathlfwore, 

I would not part a Batchilexfrom the prieft. 

Come, 



of Thud Andronicm] 

Come iftheEmperours court canfeafltwo Brides? 

You are my guc R Lauinia, and your friends : 

This day ftiaH be a lo»>e-day Tamora. 

Titus. Tomorrow and jtpleafeyour Maieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 

With home and hound, wcelegiueyour grace bon tour. 
Saturn. Be it fo Titus } aad gramercy to. Exeunt 

found Trumpets,, manet Moore. 

Aron. Now dimeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 

SafeoutofFortuneslhot,andfits aloft, 

Secure of thunders crackeor lightning flafh, 

Aduanc'd abouepale enuiesthreatning reach. 

As when the golden funne falutes themorne. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops theZodiackein his gliftering coach. 

And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills. 

%o Tamora. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
Andvcrtueftocpesand trembles at her frownet 
Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thouin triumph long 
Haft prifoner held,fettred in amorous chaines. 

And fafter bound to Arons charming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus tide to Caucasus. 

Away withflauifh weedes and idle thoughts, 

I willbc bright andlhineinpearleand gold. 

To waite vpon this new madeEmperefle, ’ 

To waite faid 1 ? to wanton with this Queene, 

This Goddefle, this Semerimis, this Queene, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine , 

And feehisihipwracke,and his Common- weales. 

Hollo, wbat llorme is this ? 

Enter (f!oir<?nand Demetrius hramng. 

C 2 Dcrxet. 
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Tbt mottUmemdk Tragedic 

D mct. Chiron thy yeres wants wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intrude where I am grac d, 

And may for ought thou knowefliaflfetted be. 

Chiron. D metritis, thou dooft ouerweene in all, 
Andfoin this, to beare me downe with braues, 

Tis not thedifferenceofayereorcwo 
Makes me leffe gracious, or thee more fortunate 5 
Jamasable, andasfit as thou, 

To ferue, and to deferue my Miftris grace, 

And that my fwordvpontheefhall approue, 

And plead my paffions for Lauinias loue» 

Moore Clubs, clubs, thefelouerswillnot keep the peace. 
Deme. Why boy, although our mother (vnaduizd) 
Gaueyoua daunfing rapier by your fide, 

Are y ou fo defprat grownc to threat your friends? 

Goe too : haue your lath glued withinyour (heath, 

Till you know better bow to handle it. 

Chiron. Meane whilefir,with the little skill I haue, 

Full well ihalcthoupcrceiuc how much I dare, 

Demet. I boy, grow y e fo bratte? they draw, 

Aron. Why how now Lords J 
So neere the Empcrours pallace dare you draw ,. 
Andmaintaincfuch a quarrell openly ? 

Full well I wote,the ground ofall this grudge, 

1 would not for a million of gold, 

The caufe were knowne to them it moft concern cs* 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo dishonored in the Court of Rome. 

For fliame putyp. 

Demet. Notl,tillIhanefhcathd 
My rapier in his bofome, and withall 
Thrtin Chefe rcprochfull fpeeches downe his throat, 

That he hath breathd in my dilhonourheere, 

Chiron . For that lam prepard,andfullrefolude, 

Foulc 
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Foule fpoken Coward, that thundreft with fhy tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing durft performe, 

Moore, Away 1 fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike g othes adore, 

This petty brabble will vndoo vs all : 

Why' Lords, and thinkeyoti not how dangerous 
It is to iet vpon a Princes right ? 

What is Lanmaxhen become foloofe, 

Or2?d/Jn<»#f fodegeneratc. 

That for her loue fuch quarrelsmay be brocht, 

Without controulement,iuftice, or reuenge? 

Young Lords beware, and ihould the Empreffekflow,. 

Thisdifcords ground, the muficke would not pleafe. 

Chiron. I care not I, knew fhc and all the world, 
IloueL<*«;»wmorethen all the world. (choife 

• Demet . Youngling learne thou to make fome meaner 
lauiniais thine elder brothers hope. 

Moore. Why are yemad ? or know ye not in Rome, 
How furibfcis and impatient they be. 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

I tell you Lord$,you doc but plotyour deaths. 

By this dcuife. 

Chiron. Aron, Athcufand deaths would I propofc,. 
Toatchicucherwhomeldo loue. 

Aron, Toatchieueher,how? 

Demetri. Why, makes thou it fo ftrange* 

S hee is a woman, therefore maybe woo’d, 

Shee is a woman, therefore may be wonne, 

Shee is Lauinia therefore muft be lou’d. 

Whatman, more water glideth by theroill 
Then wots theMiller of, and eafie it is, 

Ofacutloafeto ftealea ihiue we know : 

Though Bafsianus be the Emperours brother. 

Better then he haue wornc Fnlcans badge. 

C S 
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7 fee twofl lamentable Tr&gedie 

Moore* I) and as good as Saturnine may. 

Demet. Then why fhould he difpaire that knowes to 
With words, falrelookes, and liberality? (courtit 

What haft not thou full often ftruckc a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ? 

Moore Why then it feetnes fomecertainefnatchorfo 
Would feruc your turnes. 

Chiron ♦ Ifotheturne wereferued, 

Demet. dron thou haft hitit, 

Moore . Would ycu had hitittoo, 

Then fhould not w r e be tirde with thisadoo. 

Why harke y ee,harke yee,and areyou fuch fooles. 

To fquarefor this ? would it offend you then 
That both fhould fpeede ? 

Chiron. Faith notme. 

Demet. Nortne,foI wfcrcone* 

Aron. For fhame be friends, and ioynrc for that you iar, 
Tispollkieandftratagememuftdoe 
That you affeft, andfomuft you refolue, 

That what you cannot as you would atchieue. 

You muft perforce accomplifh as you may : 

Take this of me, Lucrect was not more chaft 
Then this Lauittia, r Bafnan»\ loue. 

A fpeedier courfethislingringlanguifhmenE 
Muft we perfue, and I haue found the path : 

My Lords, a folem ne hunting is in hand. 

There will the loucly Roman Ladies troope : 

The fotreft walkes are wide and fpacious. 

And many vnfrequented plots thercare, 

Fitted by kindeforrapeand villanie: 

Singleyou thither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrike her home By force if not by words. 

This way or not at all, ftand you in hope. 

Come, come, our EmprcfTe with her facred wit 

To 



of Titus Andronicusl 

To villanie and vengeance confecrate. 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And fhe fhall file our engines with aduife. 

That will not fuffer you to fq uare your felues, 
Buttoyourwilhes height aduanceyou both. 

The Eroperours court is like the houfe of fame, 

The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, ofeares : 

The woodsare ruthles, dreadfttll, deafe, and dull : 

Therefpeakej andflrilcebraueboyes, and take your 
There ferue your luft, fhadowedfrom heauens eye. 

And reuell in Lastsnias treafurie. 

Chirott. Thy coutffeH lad fmclls of no co wardife. 

Demet, St: fas oat nefas , till 1 finde t.he ftreame. 

To coole this heat, a charms to calme their fits . 

Pe r Stigia, per manes Hebw* Exeunt. 

Enter Titus Andronicus4»d his three fount?, waling i 
a nofe with bounds and home'. 

Titus. The hunt is vp,the morne isbrightand gray. 
The fields arefragrant, and the woods are greene, 

Vn couple heere, and let vs make a bay. 

And wake the Emperonr, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouz e the Prince, and ring a hunters peak, 

That all the court may eccho with the noyfe. 

Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours. 

To attend the Emperoursperfon carefully : 

I haue bene troubled in my fleepe this night, 
But*dawningday new comfort hath infpirde. 

Heere a cry of koundes , and rvinde homes tn a peak, then enter 
Saturnisms, T amor a, Taffianus Lamnta,Cbir on,D e- 
m arias, and tbeir Attendants . 

Titus, Many good morrowesto yourmaiefiie. 

Madam co you as many and as good . 

Iprcmifedyour Grace, a Hunters peak, 

Satur. 
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The rnoft lamentable Tragedie 

Saturnine, And you haue rung ic luftily my Lords^ 
Somewhat to early for new married Ladies, 

Bafsia. Laumta, how fay youj? (more," 

Lauinia . I fay no :I haue bene broad awake twohoures & 
Satur . Come on then, horfeandChariotsletvshaue, 
And to our fport : Madam, now (hall ye fee? 

Our Romainc hunting. 

Marcus. I hauedoggstny Ldrd, 

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft promontary top, 

Titus , Andlhauehorfe will follow wherethegamc 
Makes way, and runnes like fwallowes ore the plains. 

Dense , Cbironwe hunt not we,withhorfe nor hound 
Buthopcto pluckeajdainty Doe to ground* Sxrnn 
Enter Aren alone , 

Moore. He that had wit would thinkc that I had none, 
To bury fo much gold vnder a tree. 

And ncuer after toinheriteit. 

Let him that thinks ofmefoabiottly, 

Know that this gold miift coineaftratagemc? 

Which cunningly effetted,will beget 
A very excellent peoce of vill any : 

And fo repofe fweet gold for their vnreft. 

That haue their almes out of the EmprcfTc Chert. 

Enter Tumor a alone to the CMoere « 

T amor a. My louely Aron, wherefore look’ft thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaft? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery buffi. 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 

The grcenc leaues quiuer with the cooling winde. 

And make a checkerd fhadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet (hade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds? 
Replying fhrillv to the wftU tun’d homes, 

ft* 



of Tim An dronicus, 

Asifa doublehunt were heard at once. 

Let vs fit ejowne and marke their yellowing noyfe : 

And after conflict filch as was fuppofde 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enioyed, 

When with a happy {forme they were furprifde, 

And curtaind with a counfail e- keeping Caue> 

Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 

( Our paftiroesdone) poffefle a golden (lumber, 

Whiles hounds arid home*, and fweet melodious birds 
Be vntovsasisaNurfesfong 
Ot Lullabie, to bring her Babe a rteepe. 

Aron. Mademe, though gouerne your denies? 
Saturtie is domirutpr euer mine : 

Vhat figmfits my deadly (landing eye, 

My {jlence,and my cloudy tnclancholie, 

M y fleece of Woollyfiaire that now vricurles? 
liuen as an Adder when {be doth viirowle 
To do fomcfatall execution ? 

No Madam, thde are no veneriallfignes. 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand. 

Blood and reuengc are hammering in my head. 

H arke Tamora the Emprefle of my ibule. 

Which neuer hopes moreheauen thenrertsinthee. 

This is the day of doome for Bafsianus, 

His Philomel muQ loele her tongue to day. 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chaftity, 

And walfi their hands in SaJJianus blood, 

Sceft thou this letter, take it vp I pray thee, 

Andgiue the King thisfatall plotted fcrowle, 

Now queflion me no more we arcefpied, 

Heerecomesa parcell of our hopefiill booty, 

Which dreads not yet their itues deftru&ion, 

£nter Baffianus^wd Lamina 
Tamora ♦ Ah my fweete Moore t fwf eter to me then life.' 

D Moore, 
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7 be mofl lamentable Tragedie 

Moore. No more great Etnprcffe, 'Baftianat comes, 

Be eroffe with him, and He goe fetch thv Tonnes 
Tobackethy quarrell what To ere they be. 

Bt-fsiu. Who baue we heere? Rotnes royal! Empreflc, 
Vnfurnifhtofourwellbefeemingtroope ? 

Oris it Dim habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

To fee the general! hunting in this Forrefl:? 

Tamora. Sawcic controuler ofour priuate fteps, 

Had I the power, that Tome fay D/anhad, 

Thy temples fhould be planted prefently. 

With homes as was Acieons, and the hounds. 

Should driue vpon his new tranfformed limbes, 
Vnmannerlv intruder as thou art. 

Lanmia. V nder your patience gentle EmprefTej 
Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in horning, 

And to be doubted that your Mo»rc and you, 

Are Angled forth to try experiments : 

loue Ihie’d your husband from his hounds to day, 

Tis pitty they fhouldtakchimfcra Stag. 

Bafstm. Belecue me Qucene y our lwarty Cymerion, 
Doth make your honour cfhis bodies hue. 

Spotted, detefted, and abhomitiable. 

Why arc you fequcftreci from all yourtraine? 
Difmountedfrom yourfnow wlitc goodly fteed, 

And wandred hither to an obfeure plot. 

Accompanied withabarbarous Moore , 

If foaledelue had not con -li fted you ? 

Lamnia. A nd being intercepted in your fport, 
G.eatreafonthattny noble Lord berated 
Fcr faufines, I pray you let vs hence, 

And let her ioy her Raucn cudourcd lone. 

This vailey fits rhe purpofe pafling well. 

Ba/sha. TheKingroy brother flbalihaucnotice of this. 

L.ifffoiii. 



of Titus An dr onions', 

Liftm*. I, for thefe flips haue made him noted long,h 
Good King to be fomigheily ^bufed. 

Qxecne, Why I ha ue patience to endure all this, 
j Enter Chiron and ‘Demetritit, 

Dem. How now deerefoueraigneSc our gracious mother 
Why doth your Highneslookefopale and wan? 

Queene. Haue I not reafon think e you to looke pale 
Thefe two haue tyced me hither to this place, 

A barren, detefted vale you feeit is. 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leane, 
Orecome with mofle and balefuIlMiffelto. 

Heere neuer fhines the Sunne, heere nothing breed** 
Vnlefle the nightly Owle or fatall Raucn X 
And when they fhowdme thisabhorred pit. 

They told me heereat dead time of the night, 

A thotfand feinds, a thoufand hifling fnakes. 

Ten thoufand fwclling toades, as many vrchins. 

Would makcfuchftarefull and confufcd cries. 

As any mot tall body hearing it 

Should flraitc fall mad, or elfe die fuddainely* 

No fooncr had they told thishellifh tale, 

But ftrait they told me they would biode me heere, 

Vnto the body of a difmall Ewe, 

Andleaueme to this miferablc death. 

And then they calldme foulcadultercfle, 

LafciuiousGoth, and all the bittereft tearmes, 

That euer care did heare to fuch effeft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance ob me had they executed : 

Reuengeit as you loue your mothers life. 

Or be ye not henceforth cald my children. 

Demet. This is. a witnes tbatl amthyfonne. fiab him. 
Chiron. And this for me fl rook home to fhew my flrength 
Lattimad comeScmerarnh>nay BarberousTamora. 

D 2 ' For 
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.. fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tamora . Giucme thy ponyard,you final know my boyes 
Ymvr mothers hand (liall right your mothers wroftg. 
D?r»et. Stay Madam .heere is more belongs to her, 

Firft thraifi the corn", then after burne the ftraw ; 

This minion flood vpon htrchaft ty, 

Vpon lurNuptia'! vow,herloyaltie. 

And with that pais ted hopt,brauesyour mightities, 

Ar,d fliall {he carry this vneoher graue? 

Chiron. And if Ihedoe, I would I were anEuenuke, 
Drag hence her husband to fomefccrethale, 

And snake his dead trun ke pillow to ous hi ft. 

Tamora. But when yehaue the honny we defire. 

Let not thiswafpeout-liuevs b th to fling. 

C'htron. I warrant you Madam we will make that fure* 
Come nsrftris,nt>w perforce we will enioy, 

That nice prefcrucd’nonefi'e of yours. 

Lauinia. Oh Tamora, iho u beared a womans face, 
Tamora'. I will notheareber fpeake, away with her. 
Lamm. SweetLordsifitreatberhearenicbura word. 
Dsmet , Lifleafaire jMadanvletit be your glory 
her tearcs , but h« your hart to them 
vnrelcutiug flint todrops of raine. 

Lminia. When did theTigers young ones teach the djm? 
O doe not learneher wrath, ihe taught it thee, 

The rr. ilke thou fuckft from her did tbrneto Marble, 

F.uen at thy teat thou had ft thy tyranny, ■ 

Y<teue.ry Mother breeds not formes alike, 

D» thou intreat her fhew a woman pitty. (baltard 

£hiron. What would ft thou haucrtie prouemy -feWea 
- Lzuinut* Tis truc^thcRauen doth nothatcha Lark-> 
Te r baud beard, Oh could 1 ftride ic now* 

The! i -Sn molted with pitty, did iadurc 
Toiiau^hspnacciy payvespardcaUaw^y. ^ 
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eome fay that Rauens fofter forlornc children. 

The whil ft their owne birds famifh in their neltss 
Ch be to methough thy hard hart fay no. 

Nothing fo kinde but fomethmg pimfull, 

Tamora. I know not what it mear.es, away with htf- 
T ' nutria. oh let me teach thee for my fathersiafee 
That gaue thee life when well he might haue flame thee. 

Be not obdurate, open thy deafly cares. 

\Tamora. Hadft thou in perfonnere offended me, 

Euerifor hisfikeam 1 pittilcfle. 

ft cmember boyes Ipowrd forth tearesin vame. 

To fane your brother from thefacnfice, 

Butfierce Anaramcui wouldr.ot relent, 

T hereftre away with her, and vfe her as you will. 

The worfe to her, the better lou’d of me. 

Laaimr. OhT.mora becalkU gen tie Queens, 

And with thine owne hands kiil mein thispUce, 

For tis net life that I haue begd fo long, 

Pootel was flame w hen ‘S^a»«jdide. „ 

Tamora, What Btgftthoii then? for.d woman let me goe> 
Lamia Tis preftm death 1 beg, and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell, 

Oh keepe me from their werfe then killing luft. 

And tumble me into feme loathfomc pit. 

Where ncuer manseyc may behold my body. 

Doe this and be a chaiitable murderer, 

Tamora. So fihould I rob my fw eet formes of their fee, 
Noflet them fatiffie their lull on thee, 

Temet, Away,for thou haftftaid vs beere too long* 
Lamnia. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaftly creature. 
The blot and enemy to our genera 11 name, 

Confufionfall— — ■ (husband 

Chiron. Nay then Ileftcp your mouth, biin g tbeuher 
►Thisls tlehole where Aron bid vs hide him. 
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The mojl lamentable Trdgedie 

T amor a, Farewell my fonnes fee that you make her fi^ 
Nereletmy hart know merry cheere indeed, 

Till all the Adroniciebc made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy louely Moore* 

And let my fplecnefull fonnes this Trull dcfloure,, 

Euler Aronmth two of Titus fonnes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote b efore. 

Straight Will 1 bring you to theloihfomepit. 

Where I efpied the Panther fall afleepe. 

Quintus, My fight i s very dull what ere it bodes* 
eJWart. Andminel promife you, were itnot for fhatne. 
Well could I lcaue our fport to fleepea while. 

Quin. Whatartthou fallen? w hat fubtile hole is this, 
Whofemouth is couercd with rude growing briers, 

Vpon whofc leaues are drops of newfhed blood. 

As frefh as morning s de w diftil don flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to me, 

Speake brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Marti « Oh brother, with the difmalft obieft, 

Thatcuer eye with fight made hart lament* 

Aron, Now will I fetch the King to findethera hcerey 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti . Whydoftnotcomfortme andhelpemeout, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint . I am furprifed with an vneouth feare, 

A chilling fweat orcruns my trembling ioynts, 

My hart fufpefls more then mine eie can fee. 

Mart. T o proue thou haft a true diuining hart, 

Aron and thou looke downe into this den. 

And fee a fearefull figh t of blood and death. 

Quint. Aron is gone, and my compafiionatc hart, 

Will no t permit mine eyes once to behold, 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife s 

Oh 
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Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 
Was I a child, to feare I know not what. 

Martins. Lord Bafsisnus lies embrewed heece, 

All on a heape like to a flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted darke bicod drinking pit. 

Quintus, Ifit bedarke how dooft thou knowtishe? 
"Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wearc 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

“Which like a taper in fome monument, 

Doth fhinevponthe dead mans earthly chcekes. 

And ftiewcs the ragged intrailcs of this pit : 

So pale did fhine theMcone on Piramus, 

“W'hen he by night lay ba th’d in Maiden blood, 

0 brother hclpe me with thy faintin g hand. 

If feare hath made thee fain t, as mee it hath, 

Outof this fell deuouring receptacle, 

As hats full as Oc/**rmiftic mouth. 

Quin . Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee oat. 

Or wanting ftrcngtb to doe thee fornuch good, 

1 may bepluckt into the fwallovying wombe, 

Of this deepc pit, poore Bafitanu* graue : 

I haue no ftrength to plut ke thee to the brink. 

CMarttu.'. Nor 1 no ftrength to dime without tby help» 
Quin. Thy handortce more, I will net loo fe again?, 

T ill thou art heere aloft, or! below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee* 

Enter the Empty our ^ Arenthe Moore. 

Satnr. A long with me, lie fee what holcishccre. 

And what hers that now is leaptintoit. 

Say, who art thou that lately didft defeend, 

Into this gaping hollow ofthe earths’ 

Martius . The vnhappic fonneofold An4ronicus t 
Brought hither in a moft vnluckie houre, 

To 
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The moft lamentable Tragedic 

To unde thy brother Tafianus dead. 

Sdumin. My brother dead, I know thou doft butieft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 

Tis not anhoure fince I lefthira there. 

xjfylart. Weknow not where you left them all aliue. 
But out alas, heere haue we found him dead* 

Enter T amotn, Andronicut and Lucius. 

Tamora. Where i-sroy Lord the King? 

King. Here Tamora, though grieud with killing gtiefe. 
Tamora. Whereis thy brother Bafsianus? 

Kino. Now tothebottomedoft thou fcarch my wound, 
Poore Bafianui heere lies murthered. 

T amor a. Then all toolate l bring this fatal writ. 

The complot of this timcles Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
Inpkafiogfmiles fuch murderous tyrannic* 

ShegtHetle Saturnine aLelter . 

Satutninus reads the Letter . 

And if we mijfe to rneete him hanfomelyt 
Sweet bun tfman Baffianu s tis we meant , 

Due thou fo much as dig the grant for h-nf, 

Thou Igiowfl our mcatnng,looktfor thy reward. 

Among the nettles at the Elder tree , 

Which ouer-fhades the mouth of that fame pit , 

W here we decreed to bury Baflianus, 

Doe this and pur chafe vs thy lajhngfrtends. 

< - J 

King. Oh Tamora was eu er heard the like ? 
Thisisthepit,and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs ifyou canfinde the huntftnan out. 

That ihould haue murthered ‘Bafsianus heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere i s the bag of gold* 



of Titus Andronicusl 

King. Twoofthy’whelpes,fcll curs of bloody kind e,' 
Haue heere bereft my brother of h is life ; 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Someneuer heard-of tortering paint for them* 

Tamora. What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
Howcafily murder is difeouered* 

Titus. High hmperourvpon my feeble knee, , 

I beg this boone, with tcares not lightly Hied, 

That this fell fault efmy accurfed Tonnes, 
Accurfed,ifthefaulcs be prou’d in them. 

King. I fit beprou’de! you fee it is apparant, 

Who found this letter, Tamora w as it you? 

Tamora. Androtucus hirafelfc did take if vp. 

Titus. I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 

Bor by my Fathers reucrent tombe I vow 
They fball be ready at your Highncs will. 

To aunfwcre their fufpition with their lines* 

Kng. Thou /halt not baile them, fee thou follow me« 
Some bring the murthered body, fome the murtherers. 

Let them not fpeakc a word, the guilt is plaine, 

For by my foule, were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed. 

Tamora. Andromcus I wil entreat the King, 

Fcare not thy fonnes, they lhall do well enough* 

Thus. Com e Lucius come, (lay not to talke with them,' 
Enter the Empreffefonnes , with Lau 'mia, her hands cut off 
and her tongue cut out, and rauifit, 

Demet. So now goe tell andif thy tongue can (peake. 
Who twas that cutthy tongue and rauilht thee. 

Chtron. Write downethy minde, bewray thy meaning fo, 
Andiftbyftumpes will let thee play theferibe. 

Demet. See how with fignesand tokens £he canfcrowlc. 
Chiron, Goe home, call for fweet water, wafli th y hands. 

£ Demet. 











T be tnoft lamentable Tragedie 

Verne* She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wa(h 
And fo lets leaueher to her filent walkes. 

Chiron , And twere my caufe,I (hould goe hangmy felfe^ 
Z>^*»r;.Ifthou hadft hands to help tf thee knit the cord* 
Enter Marcus from h u n ting. 

Who is this my Neccc that flies away fo fafll 
Cofen a word, where is your husband ? 

If 1 do dreatne would all my wealth would wake me, 
IfIdoewake,fome Planet ftrikemedowne, 

That I may flumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Ncece, what fterne vngentle hands, 

Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two l ranches, thofcfweet ornaments 
Whofe circling fhadowes, Kings hatic fought to fleepe in, < 
And might notgaine fo greata Happincs 
Ashalfethy lone: Why dooftnotfpeake tome ? 

Alas, a errmfon riuer of warme blood, 

Liketoa bublingfountaineftird with winde, 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comrning and going with thy bonny breath, 

Butfme fome Tereus hath deflou red thee. 

And leaft thou fhouldft deteft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnfl a way thy face for lhartie. 

And notwithflanding all this Ioffe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their iffuing fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekcs looke red as Tuans face, 

Blulhing to be encountred with a clowde. 

Shall L fpeake tor thee, fhall I fay tis fo ? 

Oh that I knew thy hart.and knew the beafl, 

Thac I might raile at him to eafemy minde. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt, 

Doth burnc the hart to cinders w here it is, 

Faire Phtlomellsfhi but loft her tongue, 

Andin a tedious faroplcr fovved her mindc» 
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BtitlouelyNeece, thatmeaneis cut from thee, 

A craftier Teresa haft t hou met. 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off, 

That coni d hauc better fowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the menfter fecnc thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpenleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kilTe them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the hcauenly Harmony, 

Which that f weet tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropi his knife and fell afleepe,' 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fight will b Iinde a fathers eye, 

Onchourcs/torme will drownethe fragrantmeades, 
Wharwill whole monthsoftearestby Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw bzcke,forwe willmourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy raifery. Exeunt 

Enter the fudges and Scnatostrs with Titus two fotsnes bound , 
puffing on the Stage to the place of execution, and Titus going be* 
fort pleading, 

Tttus. Heareroe grauefathers, noble Tribunes flay, 
Forpittywf mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurely flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell fhed, 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for chefe bitter teares, which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 

Bepittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe fcules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufethey died in honours lofty bed. 

Andromcm tyeth dow ne t and the hedges pajfe by him, 

£ 2 Foe 
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7'be mop lamentable TtAgtdh 

For thefe, Tribunes, in the duftl write 

My harts deepe languor, and my foules fad teares: 

Let my teares ftanch the earths drie appetite. 

My fonnes fweet blood, will make it fharne and blulh ; 

O earth, I will befriend thtemore with raine 
That (hall difhllfrotn thefe two ancient ruines, 

Then yourhfull Aprill fhall with all his ftiowres. 

In Summers drought, He drop vpon thee ffill, 

In Winter with warmc teares lie melt the fnow, 
Andkecpe eternallfpringtimeon thy face, 

So thourefufeto drinkc my deere fonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius, with his weapon drawne. 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde my fonnes, reuerfe the doomc of death, 

And let me fay (that neuer wept before) 

My teares are now pveuailing Oratours . 

Lucius. Oh noble father you lament in vaine. 

The T ribunes heare you not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes to a done. 

’Titus . Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue TribuneSjOnce morel intreat ofyou. 

Luctus, My gracious Lord, no T ribrne hearcs you fpcak. 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey did heare 
They would not marke me, or it they did marke. 

All bootleffe vntothem. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the doncs* 

Who though they cannotanfwcre my diftreffe, 

Yet in tome fort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept rny talc : 

When I doe wecpe,they humbly at my feete, 

Receiuc my teares, and feeme to weepc with me. 

And were they buf attired in graue weedes, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to ihefe ... 
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A done is foft as waxc, Tribunes more hafd then ftones I 
A Itone is filent, and oftendeth nee, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 
gut wherefore ffandft thou with thy weapon drawnc 3 
Lucius. To refeue my two brothers from their death* 

For which attempt the Iudges hauc pronounft 
My eucrlafting doome of banifhmcnt. 

Titus. O happy man, they hauebefriendedthecs 
Why foolifh Lucshs, doff thou not pcrceaue 
That Romeis but a wildernesof Tigers ? 

Tigers muff prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then., 

From thefe deuourers tobc banifhed ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcushecrei 
Enter Marcus and Laun'ta. 

<JPf arcus, Titus , prepare thy noble eyes to weepc, 

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to breake : 

I bring confuting forrow to thine age. 

Titus. Willtfconfumerac? Let me fecit then, 
xMarc. This was thy daugh ter, 

Titus. Why Marcus fo fhe is. 

Lucius. A ye me, this obiett kils me. 

Titus'. Faiut-harted boy, arift and looke vpon her, 
Speake L amnia, what accurfed hand, 

Hath made thee handleffein thy Fathers fight > 

What foole hath added wafer to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to brightburning Troy J 
My griefe was at the height before thou camlt. 

And now like A/)7«iitdifdaineth bounds:. 

Giue me a fword lie chop oft my hands too, 

For they hauefougbt for Rome, and all in vainc s 
And they hauenurftthis woe, in feeding life: 

In boorelefle prayer haue they bene hcldvp. 

And they hauc fe ru’d me to cffe&leffc vfe, 
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'The tnojl lamentable T rage die 

Now alltheferuicelrequireofthem. 

Is that theonc will Helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lauinia that thou hall ho hands. 

For hands to do Rome feruice, it but vaine. 

Lucius ♦ Speake gentle lifter who hath tparterdthee? 
c Marcus. O that delighcfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fuch pleafing eloquence. 

Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

"Where like a fweet mellodious bird it fung. 

Sweet varied notes inchaunting euery eare. 

Lucius i Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deeded 
rJMarc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Dcare 
That hath receaudefomevnrecuring wound. 

Tttus. It was my Deare, and he that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more then had hekild me dead : 

For now I Hand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of Sea, 

Whomarkes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue. 
Expelling euer when fome enuious furge, 

Will in his brinifli bowels fwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 

Hecre Hands m y other fonne, a banifht roan. 

And heere my brother weeping at my woes , 

Butthat which giues my foulethcgreateftfpurne. 

Is deere Lauinia, deercr then my foulc. 

Had I but fecne thy pi&urein this plight. 

It would haue madded me : whatfballldoe, 

Nowe I beholde thy liuely body fo J 
Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tearqs. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hathmarterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemnde,and dead by this. 

Lopkc Marcus, ah fonne Lucm looke on her, 

When 
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When I didnarae her brothers, then frefh teares 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, ' ,, 

Vponagathrcd Lillie almoft withered. (husband, 

iJWare. Perchance {he weepes becaufe they kild her 

Perchance becaufe flie knowes him innocent. 

Tttus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Bccaufethelaw hath tanereuengeonthem. 

No, no, they Would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Witnes the forrow that their lifter makes. 

Gentle Lauinia let me kiltc thy lips, 

Or make fome figne ho w I may do thee eafe * 

Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucius,. 

And thou and I fit round about fome Fountain©, 

Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they areffaind in mcadowesyetnotdry, 

With miery flime left on them by a flood? 

And in the Fountaine (hall we gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh tafte be taken from that deerenes. 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or fhall wehiteourtongues,and indaiDbefheWS 
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull daies? 

What fhall we doe? Jet vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fome dcuife offurther mifery 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 

Luci, Swcctfather ceafe your teares, for at your grief© 

See how my wretched fitter fobs and weeps. 

Mart. Patience deere Neece, a;ood Titus drie thine eyes. 
Titus. Ah M arcus , Marcus, Brother well 1 wore, 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine. 

For thou poore man haft drowndit withthineowne. 

Lucs* Ah my Lauinia I will wipe thy cheekes, 

Titus. Mark Marcusmatke, 1 vnderftandher fignes, 

Had flie a tongue to fpeakc, now would flic fay 

That 
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That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true tcares all be wet. 

Can do no fcruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh what a fimpathy of woe is this ! 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from blifTe, 
inter Aron the Mo ore alone. 

Moore. Titus An dr omens, my Lord the Empef our. 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes. 

Let Marcus, Lucius, ox thy felfe old Tit#/, 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 

Arid fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

■Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aline. 

And that fhalllpe the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grecious Emperour, oh gentle Aron$ 

Did euer Ranen fing fo like a Larke, 

That giues fweet ty dings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart,IIefend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff ? 

Lucius. Stay Father, for thatnoble hand of thine, 
That hath thtowne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not befent: my hand will ferue the turne, 

JMy youth can better fpare my blood then you. 

And therefore mine fhallfaue my brothers hues. 

cJMarc. Which ofyour hands hath not defended Rotpe 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftru&iononthe enemies Caftle? 
Ohnoncofbothbutarcofhigh defert: 

My handhath benebutidle,letit ferue 
T o raunfomc my two nephewes from their death, 
Thenhauelkeptittoa worthy end* 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand fhall goc along, 
Forfcare they die before their pardon come, 

Marcus. My hand fhall goe* 

Lucius* By heaueaitfh^ilnotgoe. 
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J Titus. Sirsflriueno more,fuchwithredhearbs asthefe 
Are meete for plucking vp,and therefore mine* 

Lucia. SweetFather,ifI fhall be thought thy fonne, 
Letmeredeeme my brothers both from death, 

Marcus , And for our fathers fake, and mothers care. 
Now let me Show a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree betweene you, 1 will fpare my hand* 

Lucius , Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

eJPAarc. Bud will vfetheAxe. Exetmt * 

T ttus. Come hither Aron, He deceiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will gitic thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be boneft, 

Andneuer whilft I liue dceciucmen fo : 

But lie deceiue you in another fort. 

And that yonle fay ere halfe an houre paffe. 

Hee cuts off Titus hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againel 

Titus. Now Hay your ftrife, what fhall be is difp&tchtj 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie my hand'. 

Tell him it was a hand that wardedhim 
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it; 

More hath it merrited : Thatletithauc. 

Asfor my fonnes, fay I account of them, 

A s iewels purchaft at an eafieprice, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne* 

Aron. I goe Andronicut , andfor thy hand, 

Looke by and by to baue thy fonnes with th ee* 

Their headslrocane : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fatmc with the very thoughts of it.' 

Letfooles doe good, andfaire men call for <*race 
Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face, 
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T5e wa/f lameniaUc Tragedic 

Titm . O hecrc I lift tfiis one hand vp to heauen, 

Aud bow this feeble r uine to the earth, 

If any power pitties wretched team, 

To that I call : what would thou knecle withme? 

Doe then deare heart, for heauen Hull heare our prayers, 
Orvvithourfighs weele breath the welkin dimme, 
Andftainethe funne withfoggeas fometimccloudes, 
When they do hug him in their melting bofomes. 

h/htretfs. Oh hrother fpeake with poiiibilities. 

And do not breakein?othefedeepeextreanies, 

Titus. Is not my forrow deepe, hauing no hot tome? 
Then be my paflios bottomlefle with them* 

M arcus. But y et let reafon gouerncthy lament. 

Titus. Ifthere were reafon for thefc miferies, 
Thenintoliroitscouldl bindemy woes: 

When heauen doth wcepc, doth not the earth oreflow? 
If the vvindes rage, doth notthefca waxmad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolneface. ? 
Andwiltrhou haueareafonfor this coile? 
lam thefea. Harkchow herfigbesdoc flow : 

Sh&e is the weeping w el km, I, the earth : 

1 henrmift my Sea be moued with her fighes. 

Then mviftmy earth with her continua.ll reares, 

Become a deluge : oueiflowed and drowned : 

Fortvhy, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then giue tnelcaue, for loofers will hane leaue, 

To eafetheir ftomackes with their bitter tongues. 

E nt sr.a meffcnger with twohads aud a hand. 

hlfjfen. Worthy Anarcnicus } ill art thou repaid, 

For that good hand thou fentft theEmperour : 
Keetcarethc heads ofthy two noble Tonnes*. 
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And heeres thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backe : 

Thy griefes theirfports: Thyrefolutionmockt : 

That woe isme to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. Exit. 

(jUarc. Now let hot uEtna code in Cicilie, 

And be my hart an euer- burning hell : 

Thcfe miferies are more then may be borne. 

To wcepe with them that weepe,doth eafefome deale, 

But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Lttei. Ah that this fight fhould make fo deepe a wound. 
And yet detefted lift not Ihrinke thereat : 

That-euer death Ihould letlifc bearehis name. 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Marc. Alas poore hart thackiffe is comfortlefle, 

As frozen water to a ftarued fnakc. 

Thus. When will this fearefull flumber haue an end 2 
t^Mctr. Now farewell flatterie, die j4ndronicus t 
Thou deft not flumber, fee thy twofonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heere 2 
Thy other banifhtfonnewith thisdeerc fight 
Strucke pale and bloodlefle, and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now nomorc will Icontroule my griefes. 

Rent ofthy filucrhaire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofingvp of eur moft wretched eyes: 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thon ftill ? 

Titus. Ha, ha, ha* 

Mate. Why doft thou laugh. ? it fits not with tliis houre* 
Titus. Why I haue not another teareto ilied s ' 

Befides, this forrow is an encmie, 

And would vfurpcvpon my watry eyes, 

Andmake them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way /hail I findeBcuengcs CaucJ 
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The mod lamentable T ragedie 

For thefe two heads doe feetne to fpeakc to me, 

And threat me, I fhall neuer come to bliffe, 

Til J all thefe mifehiefes be returnd againe, 

Kucn in their throats that haue committed them* 

Come let me fee what taskel haue to doe. 

You heauie people, circle me about, 

That I may tame me to each one of you, 

And fweare vntomy foule toright your wrongs* 

The vo, w is made, come Brother take a head, 

And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And Lauinia thoufhalt be imploydin thefe Armes, 
Beare thou my handfwtct wench betvvcene thy teeth : 
As for thee boy, goe get thee from ray fight* 

Tftcu art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay, 

Hie to the Gothes-, and raife an army there, 
Andifyouloneme,as I thinke you doe. 

Let’s kifle and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt* 

Lucius. Farwell Andronicus my noble Father J 
The wofidft man that euer liude in Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucms come againe, 

He loues his pledges dearer thenhis life : 

Tarewcl ILaunua my noble fiffer, 

0 would thou wertas thou to tore half bene, 

But now nor Lucius nor Laumia liues 

But in obi iu ion and hate full griefes : 

1 f Lucius liue he will requite your wrongs, 

And make proud Satumsne and his Etnpreffc 
Beg at the gates like T *r quin and hisQueene. 

How will t to die Gothes and raife a power. 

To be reusngd on Rome an&Saturnp:?. 

Exit Lucias- 
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of Tim Andronictui 

Enter Lnctttsfome and Lauinia running after hirr/t and 
the bojfites from her with hit basket vnder 
his arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus* 

Puer* HelpeGranaficrhclpc,my Aunt LauwAr 
Followes me cuery where 1 know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwiftftie comes, 

Alasfweet Aunt,I know not what you meane. 

Marcu . Stand by me Lucius, doe not feare thine aunt. 

Titus. She loues thet boy too well to dothceharme. 

Tuex. I when my father was in Rome fhe did. 

Marcus Whatmeanesrr.y NeeceL.<«jwsby thefefignes? 

Titus. Feare her not X«:i«rfomcwhat doth fhe meane. 

Ste Lucius fee, how much fhemakesofthee: 

Some whether would fbchauethec goe with her. 

Ah boy, Camilla neuer with wore care 
Red to herfonnes then fhe hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poetry, and TulliesOrateur ♦ 

Canft thou not gefiVw hereforefhe plies thee thus? 

Puer. My Lord I know not I,nor can I geflc, 

Vnlefle form lit orfreczie dopofleffe her: 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full ofr, 

Extremitie of grief es would make men mad. 

And I haue red chat Hicuha of Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me a; dearc as eremvmotherdid, 

A nd w ould not b u t in fury fright my youth. 

Which mademe downe to throw my bookes 3 ad flic, 

Cauflss perhaps 3 butpardon roefwcet Aunt, 

And Madam, if my Vncle Mar tut goe, 
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i be mo ft lamentable Tragcdie 

I will mofl willingl y attend your Ladyfhip. 

Mate. Lucius I w ill. 

’Titus, How now L an ini a, Marcus w b a t m e a n e s t hi£? 
Some booke there is that Die defires to fee x 
Which i s it girle of thefe? open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take choy fe of all my Librar y, 

And fo beguile thy borrow, till the heauens ' 

Reueale the datnhd contriuerof this deedc# 

Why lifts fhe vp herarmcsinfequence thus ? 

Ddarc. I thinke fhe meanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the faft, 1 mere there was : 

Or elfe to heauen fhe heaues them for reuenge. 

Tttus. Lucius what booke is that fhe tofleth fo ? 

Tuer . Grandfxcr tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

tJMarc. Forlouc ofher thats gone. 

Perhaps fhe culd itfrom among the reft. 

Tttus. Soft,fo bufily ft cturncstheleaues, 

Helpe her, what would lhe finde? Lauinia {hall Iread ? 
Thisis the tragicke tale of Philomel, 

And treatesofTmwtrcafonandhis rape. 

And rape I fe are was roote of thine annoy. 

Marc* See brother fee note how fhe quotes the leaues* 
Tttur. Lauinia, west thou thusfurpriz d fweet girle, 
Rauifhtand wrongdas Philomela was, 

Forcd in the ruthlefle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 

S eejfee,! fuch a place there is w here we did hunt, 

(O hadwc- neuer, neuer hunted there) 

Patternd by that th c Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O vvhyftiouldnaturcbuildfofouleaden, 
Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

T it. Gius fignes fweet gitle for bcerc are nonebut friends. 

What 



of Thus An dr onion] 

Whst Romane Lord it was durft do the deede ? 

Or ftonke not Sat strainers Tar quin erft. 

That left the Caropc to finne in Lucrcce bed. 

| Man, Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit dowfle by me; 
Appollo) Pallas, lout , or Mercury, 

Infpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord lookc heere,lookc heere Lanina* 

He sorites his T(ame rvith hisfitffe, and guides it 
with feete and mouth. 

This fandie plot isp!aine,gnideifthoucanft. 

Thisafterme, I haue writmy name, 

Without thehelpc ofany handat all. 

Curft be that hart that forft vs to this fhift : 

Write thou good Neece, and heere difplay at laftj* 

What God will haue difeoucred for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine. 

That weroa-y know the tray-tors arid the truth* 

She takes theft affe in her mouth, and guides it with her » 
fiumpes, and writes . 

Titus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ, 
Stuprttm, Chiron, Demetrius, , 

Marc, What, what, the luftfull fonnes of Tamora , 
Performers of thishninous bloody deedcf 
Titus. Magm Dominatorpoli, 

Tam Untus audts feehra, tam lentut vides? 

Mara Oh calme thcegentle Lord, although I know- 
Thcreis enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre amutenie in the mildeft thoughts. 

And arme the mindss of infants to exdairnes. 

MyLord kncelc downe with me,- Layma knedc, 
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The niojl l ament able Tragedie 

And kneele fvrnee boy, the Romainc Hcftorshope, 
And fwearewith me, as with thewofull feere, 

And father of that chaft dishonoured Dame, 

Lord I uni us "Brutus fw eare for Lsterece rape, 

That we vvillprcfecuteby goodaduife 
Mortall reuesge vponthefetrayterous Gothei, 

And fee their blood, or die with this reproch. 

Titus. Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thcfe Beare whelpes then beware. 
The Dam will wake, and if fhe winde yo u once, 
Shee’s with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

And lulls him whilft flie playeth on her back. 

And when he fleepes will fhe do what ihe lift. 

You are a young huntfman diarcus, let it alone. 

And come I will go e get a leafe of brafle, 

And with a gad of fteele will write thcfe words. 

And lay it by : theangry Northerne winde, 
Willblow thcfe fands like Sibels leaues abroad, 

And wheresyour lcflon then, boy what fay you? 

Ptterl faymy Lord,thatifI wercaman, 

Their mothers bed-chamber Ihould not befafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoake ofRotne. 

CMarc . I thats my boy , thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country donethe like. 

Pner. And Vnckle fo will I, and if I Hue, 

Titus. Come goe wich me intomine Armoric, 
Lucius lie fit thee, and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprcfl'e fonnes, 

Prefents that I intend to fend them both. 

Come, come, thoult do thy meflage, wilt thou nof? 
Puer. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfiar,’ 
Titus. No boy not fo, lie teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia come, dl arcus looke to my ho’ufe, 

Lucius and lie goe brauc i t at the Cour t. 



of Thus Androntcus. 

I marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. Exeunt* 

CM ere. O heauens ! can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent, or not compaflion him ? 

CMareus atten d him in his extafie, 

That hath morefcars offorrow in his hart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon hisbatcredlhicld, 

But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge. 



Reuenge the heauens for old Androntcus, 



Exit 



Enter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one dure, and at another 
dor e young Lucius and another , with a bundle of 
weapons, and verges writ vpon them . 

£hWon. Demetrius h ceres the fonne of Lucius, 

He hath fomc meflage to deliuer vs, 

Aron. I fomemad meflage from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humblenesl may, 

I greete your honours from Andronicus , 

And pray the RomaneGods confound you both, 

Tieme. Gramer cie lonely Lucius , w hat’s the newes? 

Puer. That you are both decipherd, that’s the newes. 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 

My Grandficr well aduifdc hath fent by me, 

Thegoodlieft wcaponsofhis Armorie, 

To gratifieyour honourable youth 
T he hepe ot Rome,forfo he bad me fay : 

Andfo I do, and with his gifts prefent 
Your Lordlhips, when eucr you haueneede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, • 

And fo llcaueyou both ;hkc bloody villaines. Exit, 

Deme , What sheerer a fcrole, and written round about? 
Let’s fee, 

integer vit a fcelerifejUe pur us,noneget maury iaculis net arcus « 
Chiron. O tis aveifein Horace } \ know it well, 
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Tread if in the Gramtner longagoe. 

Moore I iuft, a verfein Horace* right,you haueit, 

Now what a thing it is tobe an A lie. 

Heercs no found ieft, the old man hath found their gilt* 

And fends the weapons wraptabout with lines, & 

That wound(be.yondtbeirfceling)ro the quickv 

But were our witty Emprefle well a foote. 

She would applaud Awdrenicui conceit, 

Bucletherreftin hervnreft awhile. 

And now young Lords, wafLnoc a happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rotne ffaatoger3,and more theirfd 
Gaptiucs to be aduanced to this height ? 

It did me goodbcforethePallacegate, 

Tobraue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Demet. But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bafely infuuute, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafon Lord D emetrini. 

Did you not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Demet . I wouldwehadathoufandRoroaneDaraes 
At fuch a bay* by turne to ferue our 1 ufL 
Chiron. A charitable wilh and full of loue. 

Moore. Heerc lacks but your motherfor to fay Amen, 
£hiron. And that would fiiefortwcnty thoufand more, 
Demet. Come let vs goe and pray to all the Gods 
For our bsloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to the deuils, the gods hauegiuen vs ouer. ' 
Trumpets fettnd. 

< Dcno, Why do the Emperors trumpets flouriih thus? 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath afonne. 
Demo, Soft, who comes heerc ? 

Enter Nurfe with a black** Moore chi/de. 

Tfjtr, Good morrow Lords, O tellmedidyou fee ^revtht 
Aron. Well, more orlefTc,orncrea whit at all, (Moore 

Heere 



of Thus An droniciisi 

Heerc Aron is, and what with Aron now ? 

Nurfe, Oh gentle Aron , vve are all vndonc. 

Now helpe, or woe be tide thee euermore. 

Aron. Why whatacatterwallingdoft thoukcepe. 

What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes? 

Nurfe* O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 

Our Emprefle (hame, and ftately Romes difgracc. 

She is dcliueted Lords, flieis deliuered. 

Aron * To whome? 

Nurfe* Imeancfhcisbroughtabed. 

Aron* Wei God ghre her good reft,whathathhe fent her? 

2 Surf?* A detriU. 

Aron. Why then Ihe is the Deuils Dam, a ioy full ifiue, 

Xi Jttrfe. A ioyles, difmall , blacke, and forrowfull iflue, 
Heerc is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefle fends it thee, thy ftampe, thy fealc# 
Andbidstheechriftenic with thy daggerspoint. 

z/Xren* Zounds ye whore, is black fo bafe a hue? 

Sweet blows.you area beautious blofTome fure. 

Dome, ViHaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoc. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndene our mother. 

Aron* Villaine,lhaue done thy mother. 

Demet. And therein hellilh dog thou haftvndone, 

Woe to her chance, and dambdlierloathedchoycc, 

Accurft theoffpring offofouleaficnd. 

Chiron, It fhall notliue. 

Aron, It fhall not die. 

Nurfe. Ami it mull, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron * What muft it Nurfe ? then let no man but I, 

Doc execution on my flefh and blood , 

Dem* Uebroach the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

N arfe giueie me, myfword fhall fooaedifpatch it. 

G 2 Aron 
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The mojllamentahk Tr&ge&it 

Aron. Sooner this (Word (hall plow thy bow els vp. 

Stay murtherous villasner, will you kill your brother i 
Now by the burning tapers 'of the skit, 

1 hat /hone fo brightly when this boy was got* 

He dies vpon my Semitars fharpe point, 

I hat touches this my firft borne fonne andheire . 

1 tell you younglings, not Enceladut, 

With all his threatning band of Tjphont brood?. 

Nor great A'ctdes , nor the God of warre, 

Shall ceaze this prey out of his fathers hands •* 

What, what, ye fanguine (hallow hartedboyes, 
Yecwbite-limbde walls, ye ale-houfe painted figneJ, 
Cole-blacke is better then another hue, 

In that it fcornes to beare another hue J 
For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can neuer turne the Swans blacke legs to white. 
Although /helaue them hourely in the Hood : 

Tell the Empre/Te from me I am of age 
Tokeepemineowne,excufeithow fhecan, 

Demet. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftris thus! 

Aron, My mi (Iris is my miftris, this my felfe, 
Thevigour,and thepiffureofmy youth : 

This before all the world do I preferre. 

This mauger al 1 the world will I keepe fafe, 

Or fome of y ou lhall fmoake for it in R.ome, 

Demet. Ey this our mother is for euer fhamde. 

Chiron. Rome will defpife her for thi s foule cfcape. 
Nur/e. The Emperour in his rage will doome her death, 
Chiron, I blu/h to thinke vpon this ignomie. 

Aren, Why theres the priuiledge your beauty bcares : 
Fie trecheroushue, that will betray with blufhing 
Theclofe enafts andcounfels of the hart : 

Heeres a young lad framde ofanother leere, 

Lookeho w the blacke flaue fihiles vpon the father, 

A* 
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As who /houldfay, old Lad Iamthineowne, 

He is vour brother Lords, fenfibly fed 
Of that felfe blood that firft gaueiife to you. 

And from that wombe where youimprifoned were. 

He is infranchifedand come to light t 
Nay he is your brother by the furer fide, 

Although my fcale be damped in liisface. 

J^nrfe. Ann what ihall I fay vnto the Empreffef 
Demet. Aduifethee Aron, what is to be done. 

And we willall fubferibe to thy ad uife s 

Saue thou the childe fo wc may all be fafe. 

Aron. Then fit we downe and let vs all confulf. 

My fonoeand I will hauethe winde ofyou : 

Keepe there, now talke at plcafure of your fafety.. 

Demet. Plow many women favC this childe of his ? 

Aron. Why fobraueLords,when weioynein league 
I am a Lambe, but if you brail? the Moore, 

The chafed Bore, the mountain? Lyonefle, 

The Ocean fwells not fisas Aron do rmes : 

But fay againe, how many faw the childe? 

Nttrfe. Corneiitiylhs midwife and my felfe, 

And no one elfebut the dcliuered Emprcfle. 

Aron. T he Emprefle,the Midwife, and yourfelfe. 

Two may keepe counfell when the thirds away : 

Goc to the EmprefTc, tell her this 1 faid, Be kills her, 

W eeke, w eck, fo cries a Pig ge prepared to th e fpi t. 

Demet. What meanft thou Aron, wherefore didft thou this 
Aron, O Lord fir,tis a deed of pollicic. 

Shall (lie liue to betray this gilt of ours ? 

A long tongu’d babling Goffip, no Lords no : 

And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 

Not farre, one cZfa/tteus my Country-man 
Hiswifebutyeftcrnightwas brought to bed, 

His childe is like to her, faire as you are : 
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T be mofi lamentable T rag e die 

Goepacke with him, and giue the mother gold., 

Andtcll them both the circumftanceof all, 

' And how by this their childefhall be aduaunft. 

And be receiuedfortheEmperourshcyre, 

And (ubftituted in the place ofnrine, 

Tocalme thistempeft whirling in the Court, 

And let the Emperour dandle him for his owne. 

HarkeyeLords, ye fee I hauegiuen hcrphiCck, 

And you tnuftiteedesbcflow her funerall, 

The fields areneere,and you are gallant Groomcse 
This done, fee that you take no longer daies 
But fcndthsMidwifeprefently tome. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made awayj 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chiron . Aron I fee thou wilt not truft the ayre with fecreti. 
Dent*. For this care of Tamora, 

Hcrfclfc and hers arc highly bound to thee, Exeunt 

Aron, Now totheGothes,asfwiftasfwallowflicJ, 
Thereto difpofe this treafure in mine artflee. 

And fccrccly to greete the Emprefie friends : 

Come on you chick-lipt-flaue, He bcarc you hence, 
Foritis you that puts vs to our fhifts: 

He make you feed on berries, and on root es, 

Andfeedeon curds and whay,andfueketh«Goat<e, 

And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 

To be a warriour, and commaund a Campe. Exit. 

Ente/Titas, old Marcus,y<w«g Lucius, andotkergentlenttu 
with home and Ti t us hearts the arrow es mth 
Letters on the ends of them, 

Titus, Come Marcus, comc,kinfmen this is the way, 

Sir bGyletmcfcc yourarcheric, 

JLookeyec draw home enough and ti« there flraight, 

Term 
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Terras AJlrea teliquit, be you remembred Marcus l 
Shees gone, fhees fled, firs take you to your toolcs. 

You Cofens fhall goe found the Ocean, 

And caft your nets, happily you may finde her in the fca, 
Yet theres as little iuftice as at Land 5 
No Publius and Sempronins, you mud doe it, 

Tis you mufl dig with roattocJ£e,and with fpade. 

And pierce the inmofl: center of the earth. 

Then when you come to Plutoes Region, 

Iprayyeu deliuer him this petition,. 

Tell him it is for iuftice and for aide. 

And that it comes fromold Andronicut , 

Shaken with forrawes in vngratefullRorne. 

Ah Rome, well, well,! made thee mifcrable, 

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me, 

Goe get you gone, and pray be careful! all. 

And leaue you not a man ofwarre vnfearcht. 

This wicked Empero ur raayhauefhipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may got pipe for i ufticc, 

Marc. O -PwKVwr isnot this aheauiecafe 
To fee thy noble Vncle thus dillraft ? 

Publt. Therefore my Lords it highly vsconcernei. 

By day and nightt’atrendhim carefully : 
Andfeedehishumourkindcly as we may, 

T ill time beget fomecarefull remedie. 

Ma r ctu, Kinfmen, his forrowes are paff remedie* 
loync with the Gotlus^and' with reuengefull warre, 

Take wrcakeonRomefor this ingratitude. 

And vengeance onthe tray tor Saturnine. 

Titus. Puhhus how now, how now my Maifiers, 

What baue you met with-her ? 

Pabli. Noroy good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, 

If you wall hauc reuenge from hell you fliall, 
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Marrie for Iuftice file is fo imployd. 

He thinkcs with hue in heauen, or fome where ctfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time. 

Titus. Hedoth ice wrong to feed me with delayes, 
lie diueinto theburninglake below, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 
cJWarcus wearebutfhrubs,no Cedars we, 
Nobig-bond-men,framdofthe Cyclops fize, 

Bucmettal A/<*mrr,fteeletothevery backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs can beare : 
Andfith thercs no iufticein earth nor hell, 

We will folicite heauen, and moue the Gods, 

To fenddowne Iufticefor to wreakc our wrongs: 

Come to this geare,youareagood Archer Marcus* 

He giuts themtbt Arrotves . 

A A Iouem , thatsfor you, here ad Apolloncnt* 

Acl Martens , thats for my felfc, 

Here boy to Pallas, here to Mercury* 

To Saturnine i to Caius, not to Saturnine , . 

You were as good to fiioote ag^inft the winde. 
Tooitboy , Marcus loofewhen Ibid, 

Ofmy- word, I haue written to effect, 

Theres nota Godleft vnfollicited, . 

Marcus Kinfmen, ftioot all your fiiafts into the Court, 
"We will afflitt the Emperour in his pride. 

Titus. Now Mailfers draw, oh well laid Lucius , 

Good boy. in V vgoes lap, giue it Pallas. 
cJMarc. My Lord,l atmea mile beyond the Moone> 
Your letter is with luytter by this. 

Titus. Ha, ha, Publius , Publius^ w hat haft thou done ? 

See, fee, thou haft fhot off one of Taurus homes. 

Marcus. This was the fport my Lord, when Publius ihet, 
The Bull being gald, gauc Aries fuch a knocke. 

That downefell both the Rams homes in theCourt, 








of Tim AnfaonicM. 

Of old Artdromtus. And whit and if 
Hisforrowc* hauefooucrwhelmde his wits? 

Shall wc be thus afflicted in his wreakes. 

His fits, his frenzic, and his bitternes ? 

And now he writes to heauen for his rcdrcfTe, 

See heeres to Ioue, and this to Mercury , 

This to Apollo , this to the God of warre : 

Sweet fcrowles toflie about theftrects ofRome, 

Whats this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniuflice euery where? 

A goodly humour,is it not my Lords ? 

A s who would fay, in Rome no iuftice were i 
But iflliue, hisfained extafies 
Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages. 

But he and his fhall know that iuftice liues 
In Saturninus health, whome if he ilcepe, 

Heele fo awake, as he in fury fhall 

Cut off the proud’ft confpiratour that Hues, 

Tamora, My gracious Lord, my loucly Sxturuiney 
Lord ofrny life, cemmaundcr ofmy thoughts, 
Calmethee,andbeare the faults of Titus age, 

Th’effetts of fotrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofc Ioffe hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart. 

And ra ther comfort his diftrefl'ed pligh t, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the heft 

For thefe contempts : Why thus it fhall become 

Hie witted Tamora to glofe with all : 

But Titus I hauc touched thee to the quicke. 

Thy life blood out : if Aton now be wife. 

Then is allfafe, the Anchor’s in the port. 

Enter Clo'tone, 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs } 
Clotyne. Yeaforfooth, and your Mifterfhip be imperial!, 

^ ^ Tame* 
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Tamora. Empreffe I atn< but yonder fits the Emperour,' ' 
CAevtne. Tis he, God andSaint Stephen giue you good den, 
I haue brought you a letter and a coupleof ptgions heere. 

He reads the Letter . 

Satur , Gaetake him away and hang him prefently. 
Clovene . How much money mud I .haue ? 

Tamora. Cemefirra.you muft be hanged. 

Clowre . Hangd, be Lady thenil hauebrought vp a neck 
toafaireend. 

Exit. 

Satur. Difpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure thismonftrous villany ? 

1 know from whence this fame deuifeproceedes: 

May this be borne, as if his tray terous fonnes, 

Thatdide by law formurther of our brother, 

Haue by my meanes bene butchered wrongfully? 

Goe dragge thevillaine hither by the haire. 

Nor age, nor honour, fhall fhapepriuiledge. 

For thisproud mocke He be thy flaughter man, 

Sly franricke wretch, that holpft to make me great, 

In hope thy felfe Ihould gouerne Rome and me. 

Enter Nuntius Smilliui.. 

Saturn. What newes with thee EmiUim ? 

Emil. Arroemy Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe, 
The Gothes haue gathered head, and with a pow « 

Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoyle, 

T hey hither march amaine, vnder conduct 
Of Lucius, fonne to old Andronicus , 

Who threats iacourfe of thisreuengetodoe 
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As much as euer Cemtanus did. 

Kmo- Is warlike Lucius Generali ofthe Gothes, 

Theie tydingsnipme,and I hang the head 

As flowers with froft, or graffebeai downe withftormes? 

I now begins our forro w es to approach, 

Tis hethe common peoplelouefo much, 

My felfe hath often heard them fay , 

WhenI haue walked like a priuate man. 

That Lucius banilhment was wrongfully, 

And they haue wifht that were their Emperour. 

Tamora . Why Ihould y ou feare,isnot your Citty ftrong? 
King. I but the Cittizensfauour Lucius* 

And will reuolt from me to fuccour him. 

Tamora. King, be thy thoughts imperiouslike thy name. 

Is the Sunne di rod, that Gnats do fiie in it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to fing, 

And is not carefiill what they meane thereby, 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings, 

He can atpleafure flint their melodte. 

Euen fo mayeft thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit, for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old Andronicus , 

With words mote fw eet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites tofiihjorhonny ftalkesto Iheepe, 

When asthe one is wounded with thebaite, 

The other rotted with deliciousfeede. 

Kmg . But he will not entreat his fonne for vs. 

Tamor. If Tamora entreat hirn then he will. 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged eare, 

With golden promifes, that were his heart 
Almoft impregnable. his old yeares deafe, 

Yet fhould both care and hart obey my tongue. 

Goe thou before to be our EmbafTadour, 

Say that the Emperour req uefts a parly 
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The mojlUmcntable T rage die 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

King. Emilluu doc this mefiage honourably. 

And if he {lan din hoftagefor hisfafety, 
Bidhimdemaund what pledge will pleafe himbcft. 

Emillius, "Your bidding (ball I doe cffe&ually. 

Exiti 

T, amor 4. Now will I to that old Audrouicut, 

And temper him with all the Artlhaue, 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Gothes* 

And now fweet Empcrour be blith againe. 

And bury all thyfeareinmy deuifes. 

Satur . Then goefucceffanrly and plead to him. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Lucius with an Army of Rothes, with 
D rum and S ouldiers ♦ 

Lucius. Approuedwarriours,andmy faithfull friends, 
I haue receaucd letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they beare their Empcrour, 
And how defirous ofour fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your ti tles witnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

'Let him make treble fatiffaflion. 

g 0 th. Brauc flip fprungfrom the great Andronicusi 
Whofename was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Romerecjuites with foule contempt, 

Be boldein vs,weele follow where thou leadft. 

Like flinging Beesin hortefl: Sommers day. 

Led By their maiftcr to theflowred fields. 

And beauengd on cutkdTamera; 






of Tim Andronicusi 

And ashefaith, fofay weall with him. 

Lucius. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all. 
Butwho comes hccreledbyalufty Gotbl 

Enter 4 Goth leading of Aronwith his child 
isrhis armcS. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius from ourtroups I Braid, 
Togaze vpona ruinous Monafterie, 

And as I carneftly did fixe mine eye 
Vpon the wafted building, fuddainely 
I heard a childecry vnderneath a wallt 
Imade vnto thenoyfe, when forme 1 heard, 

The crying babecontrold with this difcouifc : 

Peace tawny flaue,halfe me, and halfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers look e, 
Villainethou mightft haue bene an Emperouri 
But where the Bull and Gow are both milk white, 

They ncuer do beget a cole-blacke Galfe : 

Peace vil!ainepeace,euen thus he rates the babe, 
Forlmuft beare thee to a trufty Goth, 

Who when he knowes thou art the Emprcffebdbej 
Will holdtlicedcarely for thy mothei slake. 

With this my weapon drawne 1 ruflit vpon him, 

Surprizd him fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needcfull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuill^ 
Thatrobd Andronicus of his good hand: 

This isthePcarle that pleafd your Emprefleeye, 

And hecres the bafe fruit of his burning luff, 

Say wall-eyd flaue whether wouloft thou conuay^ 

This growing lmage of thy fiendlikeface ? 

Why doft. not (peakej what deafe>not a wotdf 
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The mojl lamentable T ragedie 

A halter Souldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide hisfroit of Baftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the boy, he is of Royall blood, 

Lssci. Too like the Syreforeuer being good, 

Firtt hang the childe that he may fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexethe fathersfoule withall. 

Aron. Get me a ladder , Lucias faue the childe, 

And beareit from me to the Empreffe : 

If thou doe t bis, lie fhew thee wondrous things, 

That highly may aduantage thee to heare* 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
lie fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius* Say on,andifit pieaft which thou lpeakfl, 
Thy childe (hall liue, and I will fee it nourilht. 

Aron. And ifitpleafe thee? why affure thee Lucius, 
Twill vexethy foule to heare what I fhall fpeake i 
Fori muft talkeofrourchers, rapes, and maftacres, 

Ails ofblacke nights, abhominable deeds, 
Complotsofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruthfull to heare, yet pittioufly performd, 

And this fnall all be buried by my death, 

Vnlefle thou fweare to me my childe fhall line. 

Lucius . Tell on thy rniodc,! fay thy childe fhall hue. 
Aron* Sweare that he fhall, and then I will begin. 

Lucius. Who fhould I fweare by, thou beleeueft no God) 
That graunted, how canft thou beleeue an oath? 

Aron . What if I doe not, as indeed I doe n ot, 

Yet for I know thou art religious. 

And haft a thing within thee called confctence, 

With twenty popifh tricks and ceremonies. 

Which Ihaue feenc thee careful 1 to obferuc. 

Therefore Jvrge thy oath, for that I know 
An Idcotholdshis bauble for a God, 

And keepes the oath which by thatGodhciweares, ^ 
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To that He vrge him : therefore thou fbalt vow 

By that fame God, what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft, and haft in reference, 

Tofauemy boy, to nourifn and bring him vp, 

Or elfel will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius. Euen by my God I fweare to thee I will. 

Aron. Firft know thou, I begot him on the fcmpreiic, 

Oh moftinfatiate luxurious woman * 

Aron. Tut Lucius, this wasfeut a deede of chantie. 

To that Which thou fnalthe-feof me anon, 

Twas her two fonnes that murdered ‘Baflianus, 

They cut thy fitters tongue and rauifht her, 

And cut her hands, and u -cheras thou tawed. 

Lums, Oh deccftable villaine, call’ft thou that trimming 

Aron. Whyfhewaswafht,andcut,andtrimd, 

And twas trim fport for them that had the doing of it, 
Lucius, Oh barberous beaftly villaines like thy feUe. 
Aron. Indecde I was their tutor to inftrnft them, 

That codding fpirithadthey from their mother, 

A* fure a carde as cuer wonne the fee : 

That bloody mindc I thinke they learnd of me. 

As true a dog as euer fou ght at head ; 

"Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

I traynde thy brcthcren to that guilefull hole, ^ 

Where the dead corps of Bujftanus lay : 

I wrote the letter that thy Father found, 

And hid the gold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with the Queene. and her two fonnes. 

And what not done, that thou hatt caufc to rue. 

Wherein 1 had no ftrokeof roifehiefe in it. 

I playd the cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

Andwhenlhadit drew my felfeapai t, 

Andalmott broke my hart with extreatne laughter, 

Ipried me thioughthecreuieofawall, 
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When for his hand he had his two fonnes heads ,] 
Beheld hi', tearcs, and la tight fo hsrtilv, 

That both mine eyes were rainiclike to his : 

And when 1 told the EmprefTc of this fpqrt, 

She founded al mod at my pleafmg talc* 

And for my tidings gaue me twenty kifTes^ 

(~j Oi lo* 

What canft thou fay all this, and neuer blufh? 

Aron* 

I like a blacke dogge as the fay ing is * 

Lptcixs* 

Art thou not fbrry for th cfe hainous deedcs* 

^ A r on . 

I thatlhaclnot donea thoufand more, 

Euennow I curfethe day, and yet i thinks 
FevV come within thee cm p a fi e of my curfe ? 
"Wherein I did not fome notorious ill, 

As kill a man, or clfr deuilelus death, 

Ilauiili aniaid t or plot the way todoeiti 
Accufe Tome innocent, and forfwcarerr.y felfe,. 

Set deadly enmity betw ; ecne t wo friends, 

M.'kt p foremens cntiell breake their necks. 

Set nr c an*barnc$ and Ha} flackes in the ni ght, 

A nd bid the o wners quench them with their teares i 
Oh haue I ciigd vpdeadmen from their graues, 

A nd fet them vp right at their- dee re friends door e, 
Earn w ben their forrowes alraoO: was forgqt. 

And ou chscii' skinnes, as on the ba ike of trees, 
Hauc.vvith ray knife caruid in Rom-fine letters, . 
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of Titus Andronkus* 

Let not your fotrovv dic,though 1 am dead* 

Tut, I haue done a thoufand dreadfuil thinges 
As willingly as cne would kill a flie. 

And nothing greeues me hartily mdeede. 

But that I cannot doc tenne thoufand more. 

Lhc ins. Bring downe the deuill, for he mull not die 

So fweet a death as hanging prefently. 

Aron. If there be deuils, would I wereadcuill. 

To Hue and burne in euerlafiing fire, 

So I might haue your company in hell 
Buttotormentyou with my bitter tongue. 

Latins. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpeake no more. 

Enter Emtllius. 

goth. My Lord there is a Meflcnger from Rome 
Defines to be admitted toyonr prefence. 

Lanas. . Lcthim come neere. 

Welcome Etmllias, what’s the newes from Rome 5 
Smiil. Lord , and y ou Princes of the Gothes, 

The Romaine Emperour greetes y ou all by me, 

Arid for he vnderltands you are in A rmes. 

He craues a parly at your fathers houfe 
Willing you to demarnd your hoftages, 

Andthcy lhall be immediately defiuered. 

Goth. What faics our Generali? 

Lucias . Smillias, letthe Emperour giue his pledges 
Ynto myFather, and my Vncle Manas, 

And we willcome: marchaway. v' Extant . 

Enter E^morA^and her two fomes di/gaifed. 

' Tmom. Thus in this ftrange and fad babilliaaient, 

I will encounter with Andronteas, 
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7 B<* mofl lamentable Tr Age die 

And fay, I an? rcuengefcnt from below, 

To joy ne with hirn and right his bainous wrongs, 
Kriccke at his Rudy where they fay he keepes, 

T o ruminate ftra ngc plots of die re Reuenge, 

Tell him Reuenge is come to ioyne with him 
And worke confufion on his enemies. 



They bytoche and Titus opens bis fiudie dor el 

Titus. Who doth nioleftmy contemplation ? 

Is it yourtricke tomake me opethedore, 

That fo my fad decrees may flic away., 
Andallmyftudiebetonocffecl: ? 

You are deceaud, for what I meane to doe. 

See heere in bloody lines I hauc iVtdowne* 

And what is written (hall be executed. 

Tamora. Tutu? I am come to talke with thee, 

Tit ms. No not a word: how can I grace my talke, 
Wanting a hand to giuc that accord. 

Thou hail the ods of me, therefore no mote. (me 

Tamora. Ifthcudidftknovv me thou wouldfl talke with 

Titus. I am not mad, I knowchee well enough, 

Witncs this wretched Hump, wicnes thefe crimfon lines, 
Witnes thefe trenches made by griefeand care, 

Witnes the tyring day anddieauienight, 

Witr.es all forrow that I know thee well 
For our proud EmprefTe, mighty Tamora : 

Is not thy comroing for my ocher hand? 

Tamora. Know thou fad man, I am not Tamora, 

She is thy enemie, and I thy friend , 

I am R cuer.ge fent from th’infernall Kingdom?, 

To eafe the gnawing vulture of'chy mincie. 

By working wreakefull vengeance on thy foes ; 

Come 
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Come downe a-ttd welcome me to this worlds light, 
Conferrewith meofmurderand of death, 

There’s nota hollow Caue orlurking place. 

No vail: obfeurity or mifty vale, 

Where bloody murther or deteftedrape, 

Can couch for feare but I will finde them out, 

And in their cares tell them my drcadfull name, 

Reuenge, which makes thefoule offenders quake* 

Titus. Artthou Reuenge, and artthou fentto me, 

To be a torment to mine enemies? 

- Tamo. a* lam, thcreforexomedowneand welcome me,. 

Titus. Doe mefomefemice ere I come to thee, 

Loeby thy fide where Rape and Murderifands, 

Now giue fome furance that thou art Reuenge, 

Stab them or tearc them on thy Chariot whedes. 

And then lie come and be thy Waggoner, 

And vvhirlealcng with thee about the Globes. 

Prouid e thee two proper palfreies, as blacke as let. 

To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Caris loaden with their heads, 

I will difmount, andby the Waggon wheel?, 
Trctlikeaferuilefooteman all day long, 

Eucnfrom Epeons rifingin theEai*, 

, Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day ile doe this heauy taske, 

So thou deRroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tamora . Thefe are my miniftetsand come with me. 
Titus. Are them thy miniflerSjWhatarethey call’dS 
Tamora. Rape and Murder, therefore called fo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kinde of men. 

Thus. Good Lord how likethe Emprefie Sonnes they are 
And you theEmpreile : but weworldly men 
Hane mifcrablc mad miitek ing eyes* 

I 3 Oh 








mm 



T be moft lamentable Tr age die ’ 

Oh fiveetReoenge now doe I come to theee, 

A nd ifone armes irobracement will content thcc, 

3 will imbrace thee init by and 'ey. 

Tamora. This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 
Whatcre I forge to feede his braine-ficke fits. 

Doe you vphold, and main taine in your fpceches. 

For now he firmely takes me for Reuenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought) 
lie make him fend for Lucius his fonne. 

And whilft I at a banquet hold him fore, 
lleiinde fomecunniug pradlifcoijt ofhaud 
To foattcrand difperfe thcgiddie Gothes, 

Or at the leaf! make them his enemies : 

See heere becomes, and In.uftply my theatne, 

T m. Long hauelbencforlorne,andallfortheej 
’Welcome dread fury to my woefull houfc, 

Rapine and Murtheryouare welcometoo. 

How like the EmprefTe and her fonnes you arc, 

Well are yeti fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Couldnotall hellaffoord you fuchadeuill * 

For well I wotetheHmprelTc neuer wags , 

But in ber company there is a Moore, 

Andwouldyou represent our Queenearight, 

It wereconuenientyou had fuchadeuill: 

But weleomcasyou are, what fhallwedoe?. 

Tumor a. What wouldfi thou baue vs doe Andronictts 1 
Dense. Show me a murtherer lie dcale wich him. 

Chiron. Show me a villaine that hath done a rape, 

And lam fenc to be reuengd on him, 

Tamera. Show me a thousand that hauedone thee wrongs 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus* Looke round about the wicked ftreetsof Rome, 
And when thou findft a man that’slike thy felfc, 

Good mtjrther flab him, heesa murtherer, 

Goe 
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Goe thou with him , and when it is thy hap 
To findeenothcr that i s like to thee. 

Good Rapine dab him,heisarauifher, 

Goe thou with them, and in the Empcrours Court, 
THcreis a Quccneattended byaMocre, 

Well mail! thou know her by thy owne proportion, 
For vp and downe the doth refemble thee. 

J pray thee doe on them feme violent death, 

They haue bene violent tome and mine, _ 

Ttwora. Wdl ball thou lefTond vs, this in ’-11 we doe, 
But-wdnldirpleafi thee good And- cnicus, 

Tofendfor Lucius thy thrice valiantfonne, 
Wi'.oieades towards Rome a band of warlike Gothes, 
And bid him conic and banquet at thy houfe, . 
When heis heere, euen at thy folctr.ne feaft, 

3 will bring in the Emprefle and her fonnes, 

The Emperour himfelfe, and all thy foes, 

/iiidatthv mercy fo all they lloopeand kneel'?, 

And on them firs It ihou cafe thy angry hart : 

What foies And* cut. us to this deuife 5 

Enter Marcus. 

Tims.- Marcus my brother, tis fad Titus calls, 

Goe gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius, 

Thou fhalr enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Someofthechicfed Princes ofthe Gothes, 

Bid him er.campe his foulditrs where they are. 

Tell him the Enipcrourand the Eroprcfie too 
Bead at try houfe, and he fli 2 llfe,aft with them, - 
Thisdoe;hni for my lnue,and fo let him, 

As hetegardshii aged Fathers life, 

CrYlc.r . This will I dec, and fcojie returns againe. 
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Tamar. Now will I hence about thy bufines, 

And take my minillers along with me. 

Titus. Nay,nay,lerrapeandmurderftay withine. 

Or els lie call my brother backe againe. 

And cleauc to no reuengc but Lucius* 

T, am* What fay you boy es, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

How I hau e go uernd our determind ieft, 

Yeelde to his humour,fmooth and fpeake him faire* 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Thus. I know them all, though they fuppofc me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in thcyr owne dcuifes, 
Apayreofcurfed hell-hounds and their Dam. 

Deme. Madam depart atplcafure,leauevs heere. 
Tumor a. Farewell Androntcus, rcuenge now goes 
To lay acomplotto betray thy foes. 

Tttut. I know thou dooft, and fwcete reuenge farewell. 
Chiron* Tell vs old man, how fhall webeimployd, 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doc, 

Publius come hether, Cuius, and V ilentsn!, 

Publius. What isyour will 
Titus. Know you thcfetwo. ? 

PuLTht Emprefle fonnes I take them, Chiron,Det»etrius, 
Titus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuch dcccaudc, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Cains and Valentine, lay hands on them, 

^ft haue you heard me wifti for fuch an houre, 

And now I finde it, therefore binde them fure. 

And flop their mouthes if they begin tocry. 

Chiron. Villaines forbeare, we are the Emprefle fonnes. 
Publius* And therefore do we what we are commanded. 
Step dofe their mouthes, let them notfpeakea word, 

Is he furc bound; lookc that y on binde them faff, 
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Enttt Titus Atidronicus with a knife, and Lauiniu 
ypithaBafon* 

Titus. Cotae,cotxtcLauinia, looke, thy foes are bound, 
Sirs flop their mouthes, let them not fpeake tome, 

But let them heare whatfearefull wordsivtter. 

Oh villaines , Chiron and Demetrius, 

Here Rands the fpring whome you haue ftaind with mud. 
This "oodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 

You kild her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were coin demnd to death, 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweet hands j her tongue^ and that more deete 
Then handsor tongue, her fpotlefTechaftity, 
Inhumainetray tors, you conftraind and forft. 

What would you fay if I fhould let you fpeake ? 

Villaines for fhame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w I meane to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweene her flumps doth hold 
The Bafon that receauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuengc,and thinkesmemad. 

Harke villaines, I will grindeyour bones to duft. 

And with your blood and it He make a paftc, 

And ofthe paftc a coffenl will rcare. 

And make twopafties ofyour fhamefull heads. 

And bid that ftrumpet your vnhallowcd Dam,' 

Like to the earth fwallow her owne increafe. 

This is thefcaft that I haue bid her to, 

And this the banquet fhe (hall furfet on, 

For worfe then Philtmel you vfdemy daughter, 

And woafe then Progne I will be reuengd, 
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The moil lamentable T rage die 

Andl no w prepare yourthroats: Lduinik come, 

Receaue the blood .and when that they are dead, 

Let me goe grind&jtheir bones to powder fmall* 

And with this hatcfullliquour temper it* 

Andin that paffe let their vilec heads bebakte, 

Come, conic, be cuery oneofficiou*, 

To make this banket, which I wi h may proue 
More flerne and bloody then the Cer.tauresfeafh 
He curs their throats. 

Sonow bring them in, for lie play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother comes. 

Excm ♦ 

Enter hHCtWy?JM#rtusi and the fy ot ^ et • 

Luh'mu Vncklc t JWdrcys, fince tis my fathers minds 
That I repaire to Rome, 1 am content# 

(jotb. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will# 
Latins > Good Vnckleukc yon in this barbarous Moore 9 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed dcuill, 

Let him receaue no fuilenancc, fetter hirn* 

Till he be brought vnto the Emperours face,. 
Fortcftimony of her foule proceedings t 
And fee the Ambtifh of our friends be ftrong* 

I feare the Emperour meancs no good to vs. 

Moore* Some deuill whifper curfcs intninceare* 

And prompt me that my tongue may veter forth, 

The venemous malliceof my fw-elling heart. 5 
' Lucius. Away inhumane dogge, vnhallowedflauc, 

Sirs, belpeourvnckletoconuey him in* 

The crumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand. 

Sound T rumpetSyEnter Emptroter axdEMpreJfe, wtb 
Tribunes ana others* 

Kim. What.hath.the firmament moe funnes then one} 

Lucius , 



of Titus Andronicui* 

r Lucias. Whatbootcsittheetocallthyfclfeafunne? 

Martas, Romes Emperour and Nephew breake the p 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated, 

The fcafl is ready which the carcfull T ttus. 

Hath ordained to an honourable end, 

For peace, for loue, for league and good to Rome t 
Pleafe you therefore draw nie and take your place*. 

Saturn. c3/<*K#*wewill. 

Sound trumpejs, enter Tttus liken Cooks, placing the mtaie et* 
the Table, and Lduinia With a vatic oner her f 4ce ‘ 

Tit at. Welcom nay graeiou$Lord,wdconi dread Queen 
■Welcome ye warlike Gothes, welcome Lueiut , 

And welcome all, although the checre be poorc, 

Twill fill your ftomaeks, pleafe you eat of it. 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Andronicut ? 

Tttus. Becaufclwouldbefure tohaueall well* 
Toentcrtaine your highnes.,and your EmprelTc. 

Tam . We are beholding to you good Andronicnt , 

Tttus. Andifyonrhighnesknewmy heart, you were; 

My Lord the Emperour refoluc me this, 

Was it well done of ralh V tr^ttnus. 

To (lay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe Ihe wascnforft,ftaind, and diflowrde? 

.Satur. It was Andrew csss. 

Tttus. Your reafon mighty Lord ? 

Satur. Becaufe the girle (ho uld not furuiue her fhame. 
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrowes. 

Tttus r A rea fen tnigh t y ,ftron g , a n d elf eft u all, 

A patterne, prefideni, and liucly warrant. 

For memo!! wretched to performe the like. 

Die, die Lauinia , and thy fharne with thee. 

And with thy Iharne thy Fathers forrow die. he kills her ♦ 

Saturn. What haft thou douc, vnnaturall and vnkinde? 

K 2 Tuns. 
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7 fa mo ft lament able Tugcdk 

Tit. Kild her for whome my teares haue mabe me dlind. 
T am as wofull as Virgi ius was, 

And hauc a thoufand times more caufe then he* 

T o doe this outrage, and it is now done* 

King. What was /he raui/ht? tell who did the deede. 
Tt'us. Wil t pleafe you eat, wilt pleafe your highnes feed? 
Tam. Why haft thou ftaine thine onely daughter 
Tuus . Not I, twas CbtronanA 'Demetrius. 

They raui Iht her, and cut away her tongue. 

And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong» 

King. Goe fetch them hef her to vs prefently, 

Titus. Why there they are both, baked in that pie, 
Whcreoftheir mother daintiliehathfed. 

Eating iheflelh that (he herfelfe hathbred.. 

Tis true, tis true* witnes my kniues foarpe point, 
Hsft*bsthe Emprtjfe. 

Empe* Diefranticke wretch for thisaccurfed decc 
Lucius. Canthefonnes eye behold his father bleede? 
There’s meede for meede, death for a deadly deede. 

Marcus. You fad fac'd men, people and fons of Rome, 
By vproresfeuerd like a flight of fowle, 

Scattred by windes and high tempdtious gufts, 

Oh let me teach you how to knitagaine 
This fcattredcorneinto one mutuall fheaffe, 

Thefe broken limbs againeinto one body. 

RomanLord. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vnto her felfe. 
And /bee whome mightie kingdomes curlxe to®, 

Like aforlorncand defperatecaft away. 

Doe fhamefull executionon her felfe. 

But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witneffes of true experience^ 

Connot induce you to atten d my words, 

Speake Romes deere friend, as erft our Anceftor, 

When 
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When with his folemne tongue he did difeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare, 

The ftory ofthat balefull burning night, 

When fubtile G reekes furprizd King Priams T royi 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewiccht our eares. 

Or who hath brought the fatal! engine in 
That giues otir Troy, our Romethe ciuill wound. 

My hart is not compact ot flint nor fteele, 

Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance euen in the time 
"When it (hould moueyou to attend mc raoft, 

Lending your kind commiferation. 

Heereis a Captaine let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you, 
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours brother. 

And they it were that ranifhed'our After, 

For their fellfaults our brothers were beheaded. 

Our Fathers teares defpifd, and bafely coufend,’ 
Ofthat true hand thatfought Romes quarrellout. 
And fent her enemies vnto the graue, 

Laftlymy felfe vnkindly bani/hed. 

The gates ftiuton me and turnd weeping out, 

To beg reliefeamongRorr.es enemies, 

Who dro wnd theit enmity in my true teares, 

And opt their artnes to imbracc me as a friend* 
and I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 

That haue preferud her welfare in my blood. 

And from her bofometookethe enemies point. 
Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body. 

AUsyou know I am no vaunter I, 

Toiars can witnes,dumb although they are* 
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The tnojl lament ahlcTr agedis 

That my report is iuft and full of truth? 

Butfoft.rae thinkcsl doedigrefle too much, 

Cy ting my worthies praife, Oh pardon me. 

For when no friends are by, men praife ihemfelues. 

Marcu. Now is my turne to fpeake; behold this childc. 
Of this was Tamora deliuered. 

The iflue of an irreligious Moore , 

Chicfe Architcft and plotter ofthefe woes, 

The villaine is aliuc in Titus houfe, 

And as he is to witnes this is true. 

Now iudge what courfehad Titus toreuenge, 
Thefe'wrongsjvnfpeakeablepaftpacienee, 

Or more then any liuing man could bcarc. 

Now you haue heard the truth, whatfay you Romanes? 
Haue we done ought amiflejfhow vs wherein, 

' And from the place whereyou behold vs now, 

The poore remainder of Andronicic 

Will hand in hand all headlong call vs downe, 

‘And on the ragged ftor.es beat forth our br aincs, 
Andmakea tnutuall clofureofour houfe; 

Speake Romaines fpeake, and if you fay wc fhall, 

Lee hand in hand Lucius andl will fall. 

Ermllsus* Come come thou reucrentmanofRoroc, 
And bring our Eraperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our Emperour for well 1 know. 

The common voyce doe cry it iball be fo. 

Mar tut. Lucius , all haile Ron es roy all Emperour, 

Goc goe into old Titus forro wfull hpufe,^ ^ t 

Andhithcr hale that misbelieuirig CMoore-% 

To be adiudgd fome dircfull flaughleringdeath. 

As puni foment for hismott wickedlifc. 

Luc-us all naileto Romes gracious Gouernour. 

Luesus. Thankes gentle Romaines may I gouernc io, 
To heale Romes harmcs.and wipe away herwoc: 
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Butgeutlepeoplegiucmeaime a while, 

Foi*nature puts me to a hcauic Caske, 

Stand aH aloofe,but Vnckle draw you neere. 

To foed obfequious teares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warmekilTe on thy pale cold Ups, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-flamcfacc. 

The hft true duties of thy noblefonne. 

tJllarc. Tearefor teare^ndlouingkiucforkiuc, 

Tby brotherM^c«» tenders on thy lips, 

Ch were the fumroeof thefc that I fhould pay, 

Coufttleffe and infinite, yet would I pay them, 

Lucius. Comchitherboy come.comeandlearneotvfj, 

To melt in foowers.thy Grandfier loud thee well, 
Manyatimehedaunfttheeon his knee, 

Sung thee afleepe, his louingbreaftthy pillow. 

Many a matter hath he toldtothee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancie, 
InthatrefpefttheD/likealouingchilde, 

Shed yet fome fmall drops f: oai thy tender fpring, 

Becaufe kindc nature doth require irfo, 

Friends foould aflbeiate friends in griefe and woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue. 

Doc them that kindnes, and take leauc of them. 

Puer. Q Grandfier, Grandfire,euen with all my hart, 
"Would! were dead fo you didliueagame. 

O Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teares will choake me it I ope my mouth. 

Romaws* You fad Aniromcie haue donewith woes, 

Giue fentence on this execrable WTetch, 

That hath bene breeder ofthefe dire clients. 

Lutitts. Set him bieafi deepein earth and famifohim 
There let him Hand and rauc andcry for foodc. 

If any one releeucs or pttties him, 

For the offence he dies, this is our doomc. 

Some 













The. mofl lamentable T rage die 

Some ftay to feehimfaftned in the earth. 

A'on. Ah why Ihould wrath be mute, and fury dumb’ 

1 am no baby I, that wit h bafe praicrs 
I lhould repent the euils I haue done, 

Tenthoufand worfethen eueryetldid, 

Would I performeifl might haue my will, 

Ifone good deed in all m y life I did, 

1 doe repent it from my very fonle. 

Luctus. Some louing friends conuey the Empcrour hence 
And giuehimburiallin hisfathers graue, 

My father and Lauiniaihall forthwith 
Be dofed in our houfholds monument : 

As for that hanous Tiger Tamora, 

No funercll rite, nor man in mourncfull weeds, 

No moornefull bell fhall ring her buriall . 

But throw her forth to bcafls and birds to prey,; 

Her life was beaftly and deuoid ofpitty. 

And being fo fhall haue like want of piety. 

See iuftice done on Aron that dambd Moorey 
By whome our heauy haps had their beginnings 
Then afterwards to order well the ftate. 

That like euents may ner’eit ruinate* 
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